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FROM THE WAQ773/BEN EDITOR'S DESK: A Busy Season... 


Those of you who know us personally are already aware that one of the causes dearest to us Is 
that of the timber wolf, sometimes called the grey wolf. For several years now, we have been 
actively Involved with the Timber Wolf Preservation Soclety, a WisconsiIn-based organisation 
devoted to this beautiful, proud, and much-mallgned predator. We have come to know each of the 
Society's seventeen adult wolves quite well, from three-year-old MissFIit with her eagerly wagging 
tall and welcoming tongue to sixteen-year-old Germaine, with her quietly aging dignity, from 
growlIng and enthuslastic three-year-old Rud to big, sedate, and Incredibly shy nine-year-old Max, 
from small and cuddly-looking eleven-year-old Marcus to elegant, reserved ten-year-old Cinnamon. 
We've watched young wolf pups grow to adults, and mourned the passing of Caesar and Cleo, the 
founders of the pack. And most recently, we've helped to ralse a near-record litter of nine (!) 
pupples, born to our much-loved (If somewhat vain) elght-year-old Boltar and his three-year-old 
llfe-mate Tokata last Apri! 29th. Three of these pups -- Waterloo and her brothers Frosty and 
No-Name -- will become permanent residents at the TWPS “wolf farm." 


Stlil) somewhat numb from the surprise of all those youngsters, still more than a !Ittie worn out 
from the work Involved In feeding and caring for them, and still a bit speechless following the 
news of our first major award nomination -- for best fanzine design In British media, from 
Scorpio VI -- we are turning these next few pages over to some of our readers, who have taken the 
time to write and tell us what they think of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. 


Our sincere thanks to all of you for your support, and for your falth In our talents and abili- 


ties. We hope you wll! enjoy THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #4 as much as you have enjoyed our fanzine 
offerings In the past, and we wish you hours of reading pleasure In our many and varied worids. 


---Joy Harrison 
Managing Editor 
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LETTERS OF COMMENT 


From Barbara Mater of Newark, New Jersey: 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER Is, Incredibly, getting better with every Issue -- It 
always looked real goode The beautiful art that Karen [River] dld was a 
real treat, although | felt Joan [hanke-woods] did a fine Job with her Robin 
Hood pictures, too. 


Toni {Hardeman} did great stuff for my DOCTOR WHO story -- | love Page 17 
with the Doctor and the glant apes. Thanks, Tont! 


Kathte's DOCTOR WHO story was delightful. | got a chuckle out of Tegan 
playing strip poker with the crew of Calypso. 


| Itked Mary Robertson's story, too ["Mourning Is a Long Time Coming"); 
although | don't know BLAKE'S 7, | felt she told == better, showed -- me a 
lot about them. 


“Tangled In Holly" just makes me want to find tapes of ROBIN OF SHERWOOD to 
watch! 


The editorial about fandom's problem of categorisation got my dander up, 
too. I've always enjoyed science fiction, fantasy, and mythology In all 
forms -- written, In art, Itve-acted, on film and video, radio, records and 
tapes, and told around campfires and at slumber parties. Nobody can shove 
me In a box marked "media fan" or "Intellectual snob" or anything else. The 
cons can plastic-wrap themselves If that's what the promoters decide to do, 
but as long as the zines remain non-commerclal they can stay Independent of 
labels.- Here's to It! [Right on, Barbara!) 


Thanks for keeping the good zines coming! 


PeSe My theory about Easter Island Is just that of an armchalr anthropol- 
ogist -- a sort of tongue-In-cheek speculation, since the story Is, at Its 
deepest level, about Interpreting evidence. 


From Kathle Hughes of Canton, Ohlo: 


1 LOVED IT8ih2! It really Is one of the best zines !'ve ever seen, all 
prejudice aside... You've outdone yourself this time. The stories are all 
excellent... | really enjoyed the BLAKE'S 7, both of them. "Soap Opera" 
was great! The Robin Hood was also very good. I!'m a little Intimidated by 
her grasp of the characters. They were wonderful. { can't walt until the 
next Issue for the rest. [Well, Kathie, It's In this Issue. We hope you 
enjoy It!] As for the artwork, what can | say? Beautiful! Karen River can 
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bring those lovely hunks Into my house any timee And joan hanke-woods Is, 
as | sald, really superb... 


From Glenna Hershberger of Wadsworth, Ohlo: 


| am writing again In response to THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #3. Outstanding! 
Simply outstanding! [Pardon, please, while we blusheee] 


First of all, | was delighted to read Mary Robertson's "Soap Opera" story. 
| do love the characters of BLAKE'S 7, and she really has an edge on thelr 
personalities. | found the plot delightfully humorous and very entertain- 
Inge In my mind's eye | could envision Vila attempting to do the laundry, 
not to mention the problems he encountered. More than onceeee Oh, heck! 
There were several times ! was practically rolltng on the floor... Oh, It 
Is so nice to read a story such that can make me ftaugh! And tn her other 
story, "Mourning Is a Long Time Coming," | really felt for Avon... Bravo, 
Mary! [I would IIke to see more of her stories In the future! 


"Test Match" was great! Her characters are very well defined. It's as If 
they come alive while I'm reading. Kathte has a definite talent for 
weitinge The artwork with her story was simply fantastic; | was really 
Pleasede When you have good artwork, the story stands out more, at least 
for me. ! have never seen Peter Davison as the Doctor, but when ! read 
Kathie’s story, ! had no problem fitting him tn -- | Just loved It! 


"Tangled In Holly" was superbe | have never seen the cable TV ROBIN HOOD 
ser les. [Oh, you are missing something, Glennae..] However, | am a great 
fan of RobIn Hood, both In the works of Howard Pyle and, of course, Errol 


Flynn's movie. 1! found the story fascinating, and | can hardly walt to read 
the conclusion! With the characters as | know them, Linda adds so much 
colour to thelr personalities. | found her story very Intriguing. 


Finally, I would Itke to add that the artwork Is FANTASTICI!!! The qual ity 
Is far beyond any other fanzine that | have ever read. One of the determin- 
Ing factors, besides the material between the covers of a fanztne, fs the 
quality of the artwork. The artists you have submitting are very talented. 
The portraits of Robin Hood by Karen River are superb! My compliments to 
all of the artists from #3! 


And lastly, a few brief words from Jeanine Hennig of Bell Ingham, Washington, about THE SONIC 
SCREWDRIVER #4: 


eeePlease convey my IikIng to the poet -- the IInes really Inspired me and 
were lovelyece 


Sincere thanks from the writers, artists, and staff of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #3 for all your kind 
wordse We hope to continue to live up to your expectations! 


OFFICIAL GUIDE-LINES FOR OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 


OSIRIS Publications has a professlonally trained editortal staff. All our publications, although 
written by non-professlonals, are and will continue to be handled In as professional a manner 
possible. The following guide-IInes should be observed by anyone submitting material to OSIRIS 
Publications for any purpose. 
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All written matertal will be edited, and decisions of the editor will be final. If any 
rewriting ts required, the editor will return the submission to the writer, with appropriate 
comments. Otherwise, any alterations In spelling, punctuation, grammar, syntax, etc. will 
be made by the editor. Under normal circumstances, no witer will be accorded the so-called 
right of editorial review. Any decision on the merits or acceptability of a submission will 
be made by the editorial staff, whose decision will not be sub ject to appeal. 


Written material should be neatly typed on 83" x 11" white paper, double-spaced. Only one 
side of the page should be used, and all pages should be numbered. Hand-written or hand 
printed manuscripts will be accepted only at the discretion of the editorial staff; these 
should be double-spaced on 82" x 11" [lined white paper. The editorfal staff reserves the 
right to reject any manuscript not deemed to be sufficiently legible. 


Art submissions should be In black and white Ink only, with no large, dense black areas, and 
should be no larger than 83" x 11", Including a i-tnch margin on all stdes- Due to the high 
cost of screening, penciiied or coloured art will be accepted only If deemed truly excep- 
tional. All art must be completely camera-ready. Artists should send elther originals or 


good-quality photocopies that require no touch-upse Keep In mind, however, that original 


art ts sent at the artist's own risk. 


Written material or art containing or depicting g-atultous or excessive violence or explicit 
sex wlll be rejected. In such matters, the decision of the editortal staff will be final. 


No written matertal or art currently under consideration by OSIRIS Publications should be 
submitted to any other publication unt!! a deciston on that matertal's acceptability has 
been made. Similarly, no written materfal or art currently under consideration elsewhere 
should be submitted to OSIRIS Publ tcattons. 


Any previously established character from another source, whether from literature, clnema, 
or television, should, in any matertal submitted to OSIRIS Publications, behave In a manner 
consistent with that previously established for the character. 


No one wil! be notified of receipt of any submIisslon unless that submission Is accompanted 
by a self-addressed, stamped envelope or postcard. No submisstfons will be returned unless 
accompanied by a self-addressed envelope bearing adequate return postage, and no returned 
submissions will be Insured unless payment for that Insurance Is Included with the submis- 
stone Once a submisston has been accepted and scheduled for publication, the contributor 
will be so advised. 


While decisions of the editorial staff are generally to be considered final, any contributor 
wishing to discuss an editortal decision should feel free to do so, and a decision may be 
reversed If the contributor can provide edequate support for such a change. 


“The Children of Herne" 


(By Kathle Hughes) 


“Stand up, and turn around!" 

The Doctor rose slowly, turning away from the camp-fire over which he had been stoopinge He 
extended his hands In a non-threatening gesture, a broad smile lighting his face. "Hello," he 
Salde 

The voice he'd heard was feminine, but hardly demure. As he turned, he discovered the power 
behind the threat. Levelled at his mid-section, at a distance of perhaps thirty feet, was the 
point of an arrow snugly fitted against the string of a longbow. Holding the bow was a woman of 
average helght, young, slender, and very attractive. Curly red halr fell to the walst of her 
nondescript dress, but her eyes were what caught the Doctor's attention. They were large and 
dark, and certainly uncompromising. 


"I'm unarmed," the Time Lord added gently, relleved to see the busIness end of the arrow dip 
noticeably. 


"Who are you, and what are you doling here?" 

"I'm known as the Doctor, and I'm just passing through. | smelled the smoke from your camp-fire." 
“Few come Into Sherwood. Are you a Sherlff's man?" 

"Sheriff?" He frowned. "No, I'm my own mane I've always felt very strongly about that. You 
wouldn't mind If | lowered my hands, would you? It's a rather awkward position for conversation, 
standing with one's hands tn the air, and I've had this touch of Iumbago lately." He grinned 


agalne 


The woman shook her head, a smile playing on her IIpse She lowered the longbow, although she kept 
it in hand, and replied, "All right. You certainly seem harmless." 


“Well, mostly. Where am 1?" He looked around the clearing. 
"In Sherwood. Didn't you know?" 


"| said |! was just passing through." He Indicated the campsite with a wave of his hand. "So, you 
live herescccetheee?" 


“Mar ton." 
"Ah, yes, of course," he nodded to himself. "It would be." 


"Yes, at the moment, we live here. We move around, depending on the Sherlff." She looked at him 


suspiciously againe "i'm not at all sure | should be telling you any of this." 

“Well, 1 can guess most of It, anyway. Your name Is Marion. Your leader Is RobIn of Loxley, or 
Robin Hoods You travel with a band of outlaws, striking agalnst the Sheriff of Nottingham and his 
men whenever possible, and helptIng the oppressed of this oppressive century whenever you cane How 
am | doling?" 

The dark eyes narrowed. "For a stranger, you are quite well Informed. leo" 

Suddenly, out of the bushes stalked a stout figure In the brown robe of the clergy, his face red 
with the exertion of his haste. “Marion! It's Much! I'm afraid he's been..." He paused, eyeing 
the stranger. "Who's this?" 

"Hello, I'm the Doctor." The Time Lord offered his hand, but was met with a belligerent stare. 


"I've had nothing more from him than that," sald Marion. “But he seems to know a great deal about 
use" Her bow twitched toward readiness. "Now, what's this about Much?" 


"He's been shot." 

She turned to face him, the Doctor momentarily forgotten. "How bad fs It?" 
"| don't knowe He's been taken by Glisburne's men." 

"Does Robin know?" 


"WITI*s gone to find hime You know Gisburne will let him dle, or worse yet, use him as balt to 
trap Robin." 


She nodded, worrled. “And he'll! Instst on a rescue, too, no matter what the chances. He won't 
let Much die." 


"Perhaps | can help," the Time Lord Inter jected. “!'m not known around here, and | do have some 
medical skills." 


"Why should we trust you?" the stout clergyman asked, looking anything but Jolly. His shrewd eyes 
sized up the stranger. 


"Fetar Tuck, Isn't It?" At the man's nod, the Doctor continued. "I don't see that you have much 
choice but to trust me now, do you?" 


Marion and the friar exchanged looks. “And how could you help us?" she askede "You've admitted 
you're unfamiliar with the forest." 


"That may be used to an advantage. I've always found the direct approach Its best, haven't you? 
But first, I need to find my companion, Leelae Have you seen her? Tall girl tn a sort of, 
well.seskine’ He waved his hands vaguely at shoulder and thigh helght. Recelving no reaction, he 
sighed. "No, | guess you haven't." 


“Mar toni" 


This time, the Interruption came from a tall, siim man with shoulder-length dark hair, who strode 
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Into the clearing. “Mucheee" He paused, noticing the Doctor, and turned a puzzled gaze to Marion 
and Tuck. 


"Yes, we've heard," the woman answered. "This Is the Doctor. He's just passing through." She 
offered him a small smile, already a victim of the Time Lord's charm. 


"That's right," the Doctor answered. "And I'!I| be glad to help you find your friend If ! cane By 
the way, have you seen a girl...?" 


His description was cut off by the sudden appearance of a scruffy-looking man, followed by an 
attractive young woman In a short leather costumee One of her hands clutched the man by one ear; 
the other held a dagger dangerously close to hIs throat. 

"Release the Doctor, or this one shall dle," she hissed. 

"Oh, Leela," the Time Lord moaned. 

"| have tracked you here, and | will not let them harm you, Doctor." 

"Leela, let him go! My companion," he apologized. “She's very protective." 

Just then, a huge bear of a man emerged quietly from behind a tree, scooped Leela off her feet and 
away from her victim, and knocked the knife from her hand Fighting IIke a wildcat, she kicked 
and scratched, but her strength was no match for that of the glant. 

"Good job, John!" Robin laughed, leaning on his bow. 


"Good job?" the scruffy man protested, rubbing his Injured ear.e “Nearly tore my ear off!" 


Little John laughed as he held the struggling Leela. "You'll! Iive, WIII, you'll !tve. But what's 
this? Overtaken by a girl? You'll! fall to the Queen's lap-dog next." 


Will Scarlet growled an obscenity. 

“Put me down!" Leela cried. 

John looked to Robin and, at his nod, released the savage. 

"Leela, that was hardly polite," the Doctor reprimanded her. “We're guests." 


She looked skeptical. The group gathered In the clearing did not appear to be the most congenial 
of hosts. "I thought they meant to harm you." 


“Well, you were wronge You didn't mean to harm me, did you? See? We're going to help them find 
their friend." 


"Perhaps we should just return to the TARDIS, Doctor. You have done enough exploring. This 
forest makes me nervous." Her tralned eyes scanned the shadows at the fringes of the clearing. 


"There Is danger here." 


"Where's your sense of adventure, Leela? Here's your chance to help RobIn Hood." 
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"Robin Hood?" 


"You know, and his merry men?" She shook her head, and looked blank. "Oh, never mind. It'I! 
explain It to you on the way." 


"On the way to where?" 
"Nott Ingham." 
"Nott tngham?" 


"Now, don't start that agatn!" 


ee EH 


Leela tugged at the coarsely-woven garment Marion had given her to wear. The ankle-length sweep 
of skirt hindered her movements, at times tripping her or catching around her legs. 


The Doctor had refused Robin's offer of a disguise, preferring his own gear, which was equal ly 
eccentric In any century. Broad=-brimmed hat pushed far back on hls curly hair and extravagant 
scarf looped around his neck, he strode through the brush oblivious to Leela's difficulties. 


Robin and Will conducted the time travellers as far as was practical In daylight, alternately 
amused and amazed at the Doctor's knowledge of their explolts. WIII had forgiven Leela for his 
Injured ear, and spent a good deal of the journey suggesting they get to know each other better -- 
advances which were met with threatening looks from the huntress. 

Finally, the outlaws left the Doctor and his companion at a path leading to the city of Notting-~ 
hams "Follow this road, and It will lead you directly Into the city," RobIn told them. "I will 
meet you at the gate at midnight." 

"Thank you," the Time Lord repIled. 


"Oh, and Doctor, betray us, and I wil! kftll youe" The statement was made simply, leaving IItttle 
doubt the outlaw meant what he sald. 


"I'll keep that In mind" Turning to Leela, he muttered, “Hear that? Betray them, and they'!| 
ktll use Fine send-off." 


"Let them try," she growled under her breath. 

He shrugged "Come along, then." He turned to wave, but thelr guides had already disappeared 
Into the shadows. "Well, the plan's simple enough, anyway. We Just appear In Nottingham, offer 
our services to the Sheriff, find out the location of thelr Injured frtend, report that back to 
Robin, and we're on our waye Simple, direct approach. ' 

Leela smiled her skeptical smile. "But will It work?" 


"Ah! My plans always work." 


"Doctor 1" 
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"Well, they sometimes do, and If this one doesn't, we'll try something else. That's what makes It 
so exciting." 


She laughed, and they started toward Nottingham. 


* ££ EH 


Robert de Rainault, Sheriff of Nottingham, toyed with his cup as he gazed at the tall stranger 
before hime "You're a magictan, then,” he drawled. "Well, magiclan, entertain us." 


“Oh, hardly that. I! do have a few tricks up my sleeve, though, or at least tn my pocket." 


With a speed that belled his relaxed stance, the Docta’ delved Into h!s coat pocket and drew out 
his sonic screwdiver. A twist of one of the controls, and the Instrument began to emit a high- 
pitched whinee GlIsburne, the young blond knight seated on his employer's right, started at the 
sounde The Sheriff -- short, bearded, elegantly dressed, and endowed with disconcertingly 
protruding eyes -- only smiled a slow, foxy smile. An intelligent man, he kept his Jucrative 
' position by wit and decelt. 


The Doctor grinned back, and with a flip of his wrist, potnted the sonic screwdriver at the 
Sheriff's metal goblet. Slowly, the goblet moved across the table, finally falling to the stone 
floor with a crash and splatter of wine. 


At once, GIsburne was on his feet, sword drawn, ready to leap across the table. Before he could 
move, however, de Rafnault's hand shot out, caught the sword arm, and settled the knight back Into 
his seat. 


"But this Is sorcery!" Gisburne sputtered. 
"No, more {like sclencee Magnetism, to be precise," the Time Lord replted, setting the sonic 
screwdiver to the "off" position and replacing It In hIs pocket. "But then, you wouldn't know 


anything about that, not for centuries yet." 


"You're a clever man, Doctor," the Sherlff sald, not takIng his eyes from the stranger's face. 
"And you amuse me." 


“Always happy to be amusing. As my friend the Brigadier sayse.." 


"But not that amusing-" The Sheriff turned his gaze to Leelas “And your assistant, what can she 
do?" 


"Asstst," the Time Lord replied with a shrugs He pulled a yo-yo from his pocket and absent- 
mindedly tossed It up and down. GlIsburne stared In fascination. De Ralnault, on the other hand, 
was far more fascinated by Leela. 


“A shame that one so attractive should be dressed In so unatiractive a manner. Sarah!" he bel- 
lowed suddenly. A servant appeared on his left. “Take this girl, and find her something to wear. 
Then bring her back to me." The woman dipped a bow, scurried over to Leela, and clutched her arm 
Insistently. 


“Doctor! I will not leave you here!" 
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"it's all right, Leela," he answered, still tossing the yo-yoe "Go with her." Almost Imper- 
ceptively, he lifted his chin, his eyes meeting hers. There was no smile In them -= merely a 
warninge She nodded, and without another word turned and followed Sarah, who was now tugging on 
her sleeve. 


Once again, the Doctor ralsed his head, his eyes meeting those of the Sheriff, and his smile was 
back In places "I saw your men bringIng In some poor fellow today. Hunting accident?" 


De Rafnault's eyes narrowed. "What's your Interest In him?" 


"Oh, none, really. It's just that I'm something of a healer, too, and | don't care to see anyone 
suffer. | thought | might be able to help." 


"The man Its a member of a notorfous outlaw band. It might be worth something to me to keep him 
allvee But at what cost, | wonder?" 


The Doctor yawned, his yo-yo never missing a beat. "A place to stay for me and my companion, a. 
meal or two -- good food, mind youe | don't ask much." 


"Indeed, you don't. Why?" 
The Time Lord shrugged. 


"Very well. Take a look at the mane If you can save him, I'I! see that you're bedded and fed. 
The girl, too." The last was sald with a sneer directed at Leela, who had reappeared In a lovely 
red velvet gowne Gisburne giggled, bringing a cautioning look from his employer. 


The tone of the last remark wasn't lost on the Doctor, who hastened to add, "I'Il need my 
assistant." 


The Sheriff frowned, and motioned to an armed man standing at the door. "Very well, take them 
down to the dungeon. But If there's any trouble, lock him Ine But bring her back to me." 


The Doctor caught his spInning yo-yo one last time, glanced up at the Sherlff, and tossed !t with 
unerring accuracy In Glisburne's direction. "Keep It," he sald. “There's more where that ceme 


frome" 
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The dungeon of Nottingham Castle was the sort that gave such places thelr bad reputations -- dank, 
smelly, and teeming with rodents. The Doctor could feel his flesh crawl as the guard unlocked a 
grate In the floor, flipped It open, and pointed a dirty finger Into the black hole. 

"He's down there." 


"Thank youe You don't suppose you could bring him up here?" The Time Lord emphasized the last 
two words, and at the guard's hesItation, Indicated the smoking torches. “Light's much better." 


The man shrugged, and shouted Into the pit, "That new prisoner, bring hIm up here, and hurry It 
up!" 


Mutterings could be heard from the depths as the guard slid a rickety ladder Into the hole. Soon, 
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a large, bearded man appeared with a young boy slung over his shoulder. Gently, he lald the boy 
on the cold stone floor, casting a suspIctous look at the Doctor and Leela, and a glare of pure 
hatred at the guard. 


"Well, what are you looking at?" the guard snapped. "Back down there!" 


impulsively, Leela reached out and touched the bearded man's arm. “Thank you," she sald, smiling. 
He returned her smile sadly, and turned to descend the ladder. 


Quickly, the Doctor bent to his patient, his eyes scanning the fever!sh form for the wound It 
was In the boy's side, an errow wound that was already beginning to fester In the unhealthy 
atmosphere of the dungeon. Leela settied herself on the floor, heedless of the expensive gown she 
wore, and cradled the boy's curly head In her lap. 


"We are here to help you," she sald softly. 


The Doctor shot her a warning glance, and looked up at the guard, who leaned agalnst the wall, 
picking his teeth. 


"Can you help him?" his companton asked. 


"Yes, some-" He flipped open a small plastic box he had brought from the TARDIS, and pulled out 
several tubes and bottles. "Good Job the arrow didn't puncture his lunge" Gently, he swabbed the 
wound with disinfectant, applied an olntment, and wrapped a bandage around the boy's chest. 
"That's about the best | can do under these conditions. It wouldn't do to stitch him up In all 
this fiith. Better to let it dain." 


Leela stroked the boy's head. "He Is very hot." 


"Yes, well, | can do something for that." Blocking the guard's view, he deftly gave Much one 
Injection, then another. "We'll just let him sleep." He rose to his feet, and reached down to 
help Leela In her cumbersome dress. "That's about all | can do here. Can you let him stay out of 
the dampness?" 


"Not my orders," the guard sald gruffly.- “Come up and get him!" he called Into the pit. 


"Better yet," a smooth voice answered, "let the Doctar take him down." GlIsburne stood tn the 
passageway, one booted foot on the stair. As they turned to face him, he swaggered toward them. 
"Go on, take him down." 


Tossing his scarf over his shoulder, the Time Lord exchanged looks with Leelae Without a word, he 
gathered the still form onto hIs back and felt for the first rung of the ladder. Leela gasped and 
started for him, but Gisburne was ready for her. Deftly, he caught her wrist as she passed him, 
and jerked her backwards, away from the hole In the floor. Savagely, she broke hls grasp with a 
strength that surprised the young knight, but her feet tangled In the heavy folds of her gown, 
sending her sprawling to the floor. GlIsburne held her there with a heavy hand on her shoulder. 


“He's down," the guard said, peering Into the plt. 


"Sorry, Doctor.e I'm afrald the Sheriff has changed his mind. He does that sometimes." GIsburne 
addressed the guard. "Pull up the ladder." With a laugh, he kicked the grate closed. 


* 13 % 


"Doctor!" Leela howled as the knight caught her arm and hauled her to her feet. 


Stilt holding the struggling woman, Gisburne leaned over the grate. “You just don't know who you 
can trust these days-" With a cruel chuckle, he was gone. 


* H&E H 


Outside the city, Robin glanced nervously at the steady stream of people returning to their homes 
before sunset. I+ was still many hours unt!tl midnight, but he'd hoped the Doctor would appear 
early with some newse For all they knew, Much could be dead. 


"They're not coming," Will observed glumly. "Probably sold us out, they dIide There'|! be 
soldiers through that gate and on us any minute now, Just you watch." 


Robin, dark brows knit, sald nothing. 
"| never thought we could trust them." The scruffy outlaw played with the polnt of his knife. 


“Quiet, Wiile It Isn't even dark yet. We can walt, but not here. It's too dangerous. | think 
we should separate; at least then, If one of us Is caught, there'll be a chance to warn the 
others." 


Silently, the young man melted Into the throng of people hurriedly finishing thelr dally business 
before the city gates closed for the night. Drawing his hood close about hIis face, he appeared 
nothing more than another of the labourers who milled about. Only the guarded look In his eyes 
could betray his identity. 


Robin glanced up at the sky. It was getting dark. With a sigh, he offered a prayer to Herne the 
Hunter to protect the Doctor and his friend, and to help them return soon. 


* eek & 


Leela tried time and again to twist away from Gisburne's grip on her wrist, but was too encumbered 


by the trailing gown to offer any real resistance. Better to walt, and selze the opportunity when 
she could. 


As she feared, they did not return to the dining hall, but Instead climbed the stairs toe.e.what? 
She smiled to herself. The Sheriff's private quarters, perhaps? Here was a man she would relfsh 
handling personally. 


Finally, Glsburne paused before a door and knocked twice, sharply. In response to a muffled 
answer, he pushed the door open and shoved his captive Into the room With a smirk, he then stood 


In the doorway, studying the scene. 


The Sheriff sat at a table, plles of parchment scattered untidily about him. When the knight 
entered, he turned. "Well, what are you walting for? Get out, GIsburne!" 


The knight's smile disappeared, to be replaced by his usual surly expression. With a quick glance 
at Leela, he stepped back Into the corridor and closed the door. 


The huntress surveyed the room with a practiced eye as de Ralnault rose from hIs seat. There was 
only one door -- certain to be guarded -- a high window, and plenty of heavy furniture. Not the 
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Ideal sItuation for a fight, although she was confident she could overpower this little runt of a 
mane What she needed was some sort of weapons Her own knife was still at her hip, but hidden by 
the folds of her gown. 


“Well,” the Sheriff sald, Irritation In his voice. “You look very nicee Now, take off the gown, 
and let's get on with {[t." Indlfferently, he shrugged out of hIs cloak. 


She blinked, taken aback by his directnesse "What?" 


"Your clothes. Take off your clothes. What do you think you're here for, girl, a chat? | didn't 


figure you for a half-wIt." He gave her a long, appratsing look. "Still, you're passably atirac- 
tive." 


Leela turned away from him, a smile creeping across her IIpse This Is goIng to be easler than | 
thought- The perfect opportunity to get rid of this Impossible dress... Slowly, she reached back 
and fumbled with the lacings of the gown, making I!ttle progress. 


De Rainault sighed tn exasperation, strode over to her, and ripped at the tiles. HIs own clothing 
was In danger of tangling about his feet -- a fact not overlooked by the huntress. Freed of the 
bindings at her back, she quickly slid the sleeves down and off, followed by the skirt, leaving 
the dress In a heap on the floor. The Sheriff Ignored her, turning to dump his own clothing onto 
a chair. 


When he looked up, his frog-Iike eyes bugged out even farther. Before him stood, not the terri- 
fied, naked girl he expected, but a leather-clad fury with a knife polnting at his throat and the 
gleam of the hunt In her eyes. 


"| am sorry, but | shall not be able to stay- Perhaps | will take a souvenir with mee" She 
smiled wickedly, the point of her knife dipping lower. 


In panic, the Sheriff gulped, Instinctively protecting his vulnerable anatomy. Desperately, he 
took a step backward. "| thought..-perhaps..." he stammerede 


“You thought wrong!" she scoffed. "I am a warrlor of the Sevateem, not some cowering virgin from 
your planet. Now, you will help me release the Doctor, or | shall kItll you here and now." 


"Not like this!" His volce rose a full octavee "My men!" 
For a moment, she considered. The thought of marching this contemptible man naked past his men 


and Into fhe dungeon appealed to her, but the risk was too greate Enough men would be able to 
overpower her and rescue him. 


Keeping the knife potnted at her victim, she crossed the room to his discarded clothing, selected 
the ermine-lIned cloak, and tossed It to him “Cover yourself, then. But know that | will not 
hesitate to use this knife." 

He nodded, and gratefully wrapped the cloak around himself, pulling It well together In the front. 


"Good, that will keep your hands occupied. Now, summon the guard." 


"Randolph!" he called shakily. 
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The door opened, and the guard appeared, eager for a glimpse of the activity Inside- A fleeting 
glance at the Sheriff was all he got, though, as Leela expertly clubbed him with a log from the 
fireplace. WIth a grunt, he fell at her feet. She prodded him with the toe of her boot, got no 
response, and, satisfied, turned her attention back to the Sheriff. 


"Now," she cooed, “we shall walk out as lovers, with the blade of my knife longing for your 
heart." She poked him through the folds of his cloak to prove her polInt. "Then you shall release 
the Doctor and the others, or I will kKIII youe" She held his gaze steadily, sorry the Time Lord 
was not present to witness her triumph. But he would see It soon enough. 


Stlently, she gloated as she nudged the terrified de Ralnault out the door. 


“ue & & 


The Doctor sat deJjectedly on the dungeon floor, trying to [Ignore the damp squalor around hime He 
had already checked Much's condition, and was reasonably satisfied the boy rematned stable. 


"But for how long," he muttered to himself, "In this kind of environment?" 


Around him, the other prisoners sat In sllence, staring numbly at the pool of pallid IIght a Ift- 
Ing through the gratee To them, the monotony was nothing new, but the Time Lard was restless. 


"Cheer up," he Implored, leaping to hIs feet and dusting down the seat of his trousers. "There's 
always hope." He thrust his hands Into his pockets and strolled for the tenth time around the 
small cell. 


“What hope?" one man asked forlorniy. "Of death, perhaps. No other escape here." The others 
murmured fn agreement. 


"Well, there's Leela." 
"What? Your lady? She's safely tucked In with the Sheriff by now." 


“Oh, | don't know about that. You don't know Leelae And, she's not my lady," he added. "Trust 
me, there's hopee What about this grate? If we could get up there, there's a chance we could 
pick the lock..." He took a few experimental leaps, reaching high above hIs head, but fell far 
short of the opening. 


"Twelve feet off the floor?" the bearded man asked wryly- “And with a guard on duty?" 


The Doctor shrugged. "You're a sturdy chap. Suppose we bulld a human ladder. I'm rather good at 
locks, although | prefer the electronic varlety, but then, | don't suppose you'd be famllfar with 
those now, would you?" He continued to circle the cell, looking at the grate high above. Sud 
denly, the guard's face scowled down at him from the opening. 


"Hullo!" the Doctor called, and waved cheerily. “Would you Ifke a Jelly baby? Just slide that 
ladder down againe.." The face disappeared. "So much for that Idea.e Well, Leela, It's all up to 
youe" With a sigh, he leaned against the wall, pulled another yo-yo from his pocket, and pro- 
ceeded to entertain himself. 


Suddenly, with a thud, the dim {tight from the grate was cut off entirely. A murmur of volces 
eround the Time Lord told him this was not a common occurrence, and he jammed the yo-yo back Into 
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his pocket. “Leela?" he called, hoping for the best. 


"Doctor! Are you all right?" 
"Fine, thank you, Savages Is this a soclal visit, ao are you here to get us out?" 


The light returned to the cell as the covering -~- the guard's fallen body -- was rolled aside. 
With a clang, the grate was thrown open, and the ladder sitd down to the walting mene Eagerly, 
they scrambled up, the Doctor bringing up the rear. He carrlted the unconscious Much across hIs 
shoulders. Seeing Leela, he favoured her with his best grin. “Well done, Savage!" 


The huntress basked In hIs approval, a broad grin of her own spreading across her face. "How ts 
he?" she asked, Indicating the boy. 


The Time Lord lald him gently on the floor. “He's not doing very well, !'m afrald, but he's 
alive, and I'm sure his chances will Improve now." He glanced at the Sherfff, who stood agalnst 
one wall, feebly clutching his cloak and worrledly eyeing the circle of prisoners surrounding him. 
One of them took the fallen guard's sword and advanced on his erstwhile captor. 


“Here, now, none of that," the Doctor admonishede He stood up slowly and put himself between de 
Ratnault and the angry mene With just the right amount of menace In hIs volce, he addressed the 


Sheriff. “ft should let them have you, you knowe In fact, | doubt I could stop them, but, you 
see, they're rather more civil!lzed than you are." 


Eyes nearly popping, de Rainault lunged past him In an attempt to break for the stalrway, but 
Leela was too quick far him; knife still drawn, she blocked his escapee In desperation, he turned 
on the prisoner armed with the guard's sword and wrenched It from the weakened man's hand. 

The Doctor sprang forward, deftly ducked the thrust of the sword, and grabbed the Sheriff's wrist 
with both hands, forcing the point of the weapon to the floor and finally taking possession of the 
blade. In disgust, he pushed away from the other man and, without locking, tossed the weapon to 
the bearded prisoner, who caught It expertly. 

"Let me kill him, Doctor," Leela begged. 


"No," he answered. “We're not his Jury- What would killing him prove? That we're as much 
savages as he Is, | suspects Can we get out of Nottingham without him?" 


"Yes, | think so," she answered thoughtfully» "i have taken care of the guard at the door, but 
there will be others at the gates." 


"| think we can help there," the bearded man volunteered, hefting the sword and smiling. 
"All right, then, the Sheriff stays. And we've got an appointment with an outlaw." 


The former prisoners looked at each other uneastly, as If to question the Doctor's authority, but 
no one else seemed willing to take chargee Only Leela frowned. 


"We should at least silence him," she muttered. "| suspect he can make a great deal of nolse." 


"No," the Time Lord sald with a smile. "I've got a better Idea." He turned to de Ralnault. 
"It's time you sampled your own hospitality." With a wave of his hand, he gestured grandly toward 
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the hole in the floor. 

"Down there?" the Sheriff shrieked. "In that filth?" 

The circle of men laughed unkiIndly- Folding his arms, the bearded one replied, "Needn't worry 
about that, my lord. You'll be too busy fighting off rats to worry about getting dirty." De 
Ratnault's horrifted expression generated a new wave of laughter. 

"March!" the Doctor ordered. 

"Wait!" To the Time Lord's surprise, Leela went to their prisoner. "I shall have this!" With a 
wicked smile, she reached out, gripped the collar of the fur-Ifned cloak, and pulled it off, 


leaving the man completely exposed to the ridicule of his tormentors. 


"Leela!" But, seeing her determined face, the Time Lord surrendered. "Oh, very well, have It 
your waye My lord Sherlff, If you please..." 


More to escape the circle of men than anything else, the naked man raptdly clambered down the 
ladder. When It was pulled up and the grate secured, he called up from below. "You'l! pay for 
this, all of you! Do you hear me? You'll pay!" 

"Don't worry," the Doctor called back In return. "It's worth the price!" 


%* ee & 


Throughout the night, two hooded figures huddled In the shadows of the clity gates Midnight had 
long since come and gone. 


"We're wasting our time," Will Scarlet moaned for the hundredth time. "They're not going to 
come." 


"We haven't much cholce," Robin sighed. "We can efther give them unt!|l morning or abandon Much, 
at least until we can think of a new plane It seems they haven't betrayed us, and that's some- 
thing." 

"So fare." 


Just then, the gate opened slightly, and a tall figure emerged. He was followed by others, who 
moved rapidly along the wal! toward them. 


"Is It them?" WIIIl asked Incredulously. 

"| don't knowe" Shrugging his bow higher on his shoulder, the outlaw moved deeper Into the 
darkness, followed by hIs companione Soon, they were within a few feet of the small group. 
"Doctor?" he called cauttously-. 

“Hullo, Robins Seems we were rather more successful than we planned." 


"Much?" 


"He's heree" The bearded man carried the boy out of the shadows. "This chap Is Eldrich the 
turner," the Time Lord safd, Indicating the gaunt figure. "A convert for you, | think." RobIn 
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and Eldrich exchanged nods. "The boy will be all right If | can get him back to my TARDIS. But 
we'll have to hurry." 


Robin nodded againe “Let's go, thene And thank you, Doctor." 


Even In the dark, the Time Lord could discern the flash of a smile, which he returned. "You're 
very welcome." 


eH Ee 


The glow of firelight filled the glen, reflecting on the figures In Its circlee ThIs was a 
celebration, since the Doctor, true to his word, had saved Much's I!fee To thank thelr new 
friends, the outlaws brought In two of the King's deer for the feast, and Friar Tuck did the cook- 
ing honours, ably assisted by Little John. 


Happy and well-fed, Robin's men traded stortes with the time travellers, and begged for more tales 
of the Doctor's exploits. Even the former prisoners joined tn the merriment, both those who had 


elected to stay and those who were merely resting before gotng back +o thelr loved ones. 


RobIn watched from the fringes of the firelight, one arm around Marion, his cheek agalnst her 
copper curls. He didn't often have the chance to relax like this, and he relished the moment. 


"He's an odd man," the outlaw mused. "It's almost as If he knows what wll! happen to us." 

Marion nodded. “He reminds me of the Old Ones." 

He drew back slightly, hfs eyes narrowing. "Herne?" 

She shrugged. "His kinde He's a man, but not quite a mane Not Itke any of our men, or even the 
royalse It's odd, but sometimes | feel he's even more regal than they are..." Her voice tralled 


off, softening. 


Robin turned her to face him, holding her by the shoulders and searching her face In the dim, 
flickertng light. "I'm not sure | Itke the effect this Doctor has on yous" 


She smiled at him, her eyes twinkling, but made no reply. With a sigh, he g-tnned, and turned 
back to watch the festivities. "Then there's that girl," she added. 


It was Robin's turn to be amusede "Ah, yes, Leelae I wish | had twenty IIke her.” 

"So do the mene Poor WIil. He's been sulking IIke a whipped cur stnce he lost her to Nasir." 
With a lift of her chin, she Indicated the two by the fire. The Saracen was talking antmatedly, 
while the savage hefted one of his curved swords, enthralled by his every word. "He must be 


charming her with tales of the crusades." 


“Yes, all that blood and gore would appeal to her." He laughede Then he suddenly released her 
and got to his feet. 


"What Is It? What's wrong?" 


"It's Hernee He wants mee" She followed his gaze Into the forest, but saw only a brief flash of 
moonlight on horn. “And he wants me to bring the Doctor." 
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"IIl get him." Winding her way through the merry-makers, Marton approached the Time Lorde He 
was lying stretched out on the ground, feet toward the blazing fire and head resting on the folds 
of his long scarf. His hat was pulled low over his eyese For a moment, she thought he was 
asleep, but as she reached down to gently touch his shoulder, hIs volce boomed from beneath the 
hate 


“| rather [tke a good party now and then, don't you? It gives one a chance to unwind." He sat 
up, becoming serious. "Is anything wrong?" 


She shook her heade "No, but Robin wants youe Herne has summoned him, and he would IIke you to 
go with him" 


"Ah, Herne, your god of the forest." The Doctor smiled wryly. "I'd IIke very much to meet him." 


"And Leela?" Marion asked, glancing at the Time Lord's companion, who sat across the fire from 
theme 


"Oh, she'll be all right. She seems content enough where she Ise Let's not disturb her, shall 
we?" He grinned, then waved at the huntress, who smiled and returned the gesture. "Come on. We 
wouldn't want to keep Herne waiting." 


Marton cringed slightly at the Doctor's cavaller attitude toward their delty, and wondered sudden- 
ly at Robin's wisdom In bringing the Time Lord before hime But RobIn knows best... She sighed. 


Well, most of the time, anyway.e. 


% HH EH 


The glen was filled with swirling mist, highlighted here and there by patches of moonlight that 
seemed to d-ift eerily through the trees. It was beautiful and mysterious, the perfect setting 
for a god to make his appearance. Warlly, the Doctor peered Into the shadows, then glanced at 
Robin. The outlaw seemed tense, but from anticipation rather than fear. The TIlme Lord relaxed 
slightly. 


"This Is the place," Robin announced finally, resting one foot on a fallen log and leantng on his 
longbow. 


"Yes, | rather thought It would be. I+ would be a shame to waste all this lovely fog." 
“Herne, we have come," the young man called, then walted. 


In moments, a figure emerged from the mist, dressed In skIns and wearing a massIve, antlered 
head-dress. 


“impressive,” commented the Doctor. 
Robin [Ignored him. "We have come as you asked," he sald softly. 
Herne entered the clearing, and paused In a patch of moonlight. A smile touched his IIps as he 


glanced from one man to the other. Finally, his eyes rested on the Time Lord. "Thank you far 
coming," he sald simply, In an all-too-~human voice. 


* 2) * 
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The Doctor rubbed his chin, analyzing the being before him -- obviously aman, and not a super- 
natural deity. The costume and setting were used to their fullest effect; these, coupled with the 
Hunter's apparent telepathic link with Robin, provided the framework for this religtone The Time 
Lord glanced at his young friend, who stood In an attitude of reverence, but hardly of sub- 
serviencee 


Finally, he smilede "Glad | could make It." 

"You have been a great help to my son and his peoplee For that, | am grateful." 
"Always happy to help when | cane" 

Herne turned to Robin. "Will the boy, Much, IIve?" 


"Yes, thanks to the Doctor." He put one hand on the Time Lord's shoulder. "He's a very good 
healer." 


“He Is a Time Lord." 


At this, the Doctor raised his head and looked the Hunter In the eye. The smile was gone from his 
facee "You seem to know a great deal about me." 


“Only what | have been told by the Old Ones -=- who you are, that you are a traveller In time, and 
that when you meddie [In the affairs of these people, your motives are good." 


The Doctor shifted uneasIly, hands deep In his coat pockets, alternately Irritated and concerned. 
"Oh, you know, we do what we cane Why are you so Interested tn my motives?" 


Herne smilede "I am only Interested In what brings true peace to this troubled place, but the Old 
Ones have known of your people far thousands of years. Not all of their encounters have been so 
pleasant." 


“Well, yes, I'm sorry about that, but we Time Lords are a rather single-minded lot. 1! can only 
vouch for myself." 


"We do not condemn you, Doctor. On the contrary, we wish you success. You have a mission little 
different from that of this young outlaw. I will help you when | can, as I help him. You have 
only to cal! on me." 


"{'l! remember that, next time I'm In the nelghbourhood." He looped his scarf over one shoulder 
and turned to go. "Meddle, Indeed!" he muttered to himself. "You're mistaken, you know," he 
added, turning back suddenly. "f'm no galactic crusader. 1! go where Time and my whims take me, 
and | have no misston." 


"As you wish, Doctor. But your help Is always appreciated. Go with my blessing." 
Shaking hts head, the Time Lord turned again. "You're welcome," he sald, and stalked off tnto the 


forest. Shortly, he was aware that Robin was again at his stde, but nelther spoke of the en- 
counter as the forest closed around them. 
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It was nearly dawn when the Doctor and RobIn returned to the outlaws’ camp. The fire had burned 
low, and most of the revellers snored softly around the charred logs. 


The Time Lord surveyed the scene, but Leela was nowhere In evidences He shook his head, and 
Slumped down onto a loge Marion materialized from somewhere with two cups of wine In her hands, 
offering them to him and her husband, who folded himself onto the ground beside the Doctor. With 
a tender look and a gentle touch, Robin sent har away. SlIlently, the two men sipped thelr wine. 


"He's only a man, you know, not a god," the Time Lord safd finally, his votce low. 
"Yes, | Know, but sometimes..." He lapsed Into st lence. 


Above the rim of his cup, the Doctor studied him, scrutinizing his face, still boyish and vulner- 
able, but so determined. "He was wrong. I'm nothing Itke you, really," he slghed. "! haven't 
your commitment to your cause. In fact, I've always run away from commitments." 


Robin ran a tired hand through his long hair. "I can't run from this." He waved the same hand, 
Indicating the forest. "Where would | run? I'm the Chosen One, and they follow mee If some good 
comes from this, | suppose It'l! be worth the cost. He studied the contents of his cup. "Some- 
times, | want to run away, tooe I want to take Marion, and run as long and as far from Sherwood 
as | can." 


He paused, his voice catching In his throat. "But then, someone's house Its burned, or someone's 
daughter raped, and there | ame There | must be, because I'm the Chosen One." HIs volce was 
bitter, and the dark eyes burned. 

"I'm sorry" The Doctor didn't know what else to say- "I! wish | could help you." 


"You have, today" His mood Iightened slightly, and he smiled at the Time Lord. 


Placing a comforting hand on the outlaw's shoulder, the Doctor rose. "I'm golng back to the 
TARDIS now," he said. “If Leela should happen by, you'll send her on, won't you?" 


Robin nodded, still lost In thought. "Goodbye," he sald to the Time Lord's back. "And thank 
you." 


The Doctor smiled sadly, and disappeared Into the forest. 
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Leela returned to the TARDIS early the next morning, smlltng and ready to take on the unlverse. 
The Doctor had I!ttle to say to her. He demanded no explanation far her absence, and she offered 
none, choosing Instead to hang about, flaunting the silky Moorish robe Nasir had glven her. 


Receiving no response whatsoever, she leaned over the console where he worked. "Where are we 
gotng next?" 


"Umm?" 
"{ said, ‘Where are we gofng?'" she repeated, much louder this times Hands on her hips, she 


straightened, staring at his bent back as he punched coordinates Into the TARDIS navigational 
computer, studied them for a moment, then punched In more. 
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Lost In thought, he glanced up at her. “DId you say something?" 


She threw up her hands In exasperation. 


"| think we need a holiday!" he exclaimed as the TARDIS dematerlalized, clattering and groaning 


Into the Vortex. 
think?" 


"Something unique, but restful.- Challenging, but not exhausting, 


"You haven't the faintest Idea where we are golng, have you?" 


"Not the slightest." 


He grinned. 


“No crusades?" Leela asked Innocently, fingering her robe. 


The Doctor looked up sharply, but relaxed when he saw her Ingenuous expression. 
answered. "And no mission, efther." He smiled, then offered his arm to escort her 
console room "Come one | feel the sudden need tor a jelly baby." 





*"Sherwood’s Lady* 


(By Mary Robertson) 


I'm not a child of wood, o farm, or field, 
But raised to know the safety of the Hold. 
That | should find my Ilfe ‘neath Sherwood's shield 
Is passing strange, a sooth unseen, untold. 


They name my husband outlaw, traitor, thief -- 
Yet he Is none of these, not In his heart. 

His fealty Is tempered by belief; 

His vision leaves him ever set apart. 


He listens to the volces of the night, 

The whisper of the wind across the leaves, 
And often, past the waning of the IIght, 

The Son of Herne Iles sleepless as he grieves. 


I'm not a child of wood, or fleld, or farm; 
My Robin claims what loyalty | own. 

| love the man, would hold him safe from harn, 
And in the night, he fears to Ile alone. 
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don't you 


“| figured we would just leave it to chance this time." 


"No!" he 
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"The Dark Prince® 


(By Mary Robertson) 


It was late, well Into the midnight watch aboard LIBERATOR, but Cally couldn't sleep. Restless, 
she paced the confines of her cabin, narrowly avoiding several sharp corners. Her anger bullt 
with each passing moment. 


How dare he! How could he, how could anyone, belleve a personal vendetta should take precedence 
over the rescue of an entire planet? Even worse, he seems to think my own sister would Ile to me 
-- as If Zelda could Ile In the telepathic bond we share! Imposs{ble! Auron Itself crfes out for 
help! Why does he refuse to bel leve? 





She shuddered as she remembered her earller harsh words. "You don't think | stay because of him?" 


But she did, at least In pert. She couldn't be less than honest with herself. She had always 
been atiracted to the cold, self-contafned computer man on Roj Blake's crew. After Blake disap- 
peared, she chose to stay, admiring the man's skIlis and determination, If not his oft-proclalmed 
self-interest. ThIs, however, Is too much! 


Resolutely, she slammed a palm agalnst the door lock. She would find that hard-hearted basterd, 
and tell him exactly what she thought of his attitudes -- and, for that matter, what she thought 
of his casual assumption of Blake's leadership. Seething, she went In search of Kerr Avon. 


He was alone, deep In conversation with Orac, when she reached the flight deck, and he didn't 
spare her so much as a glance. "What do you want?" he snarled In a falr approximation of his 
computer's most obnoxious tones. "I! am busy." 


Cally waited, motionless, beside the forward lounge untIl curlosity compellec him to Ifft his 
head. The slap she delivered held all the power of her anger. 


He recoiled under the force, but somehow seemed unsurprised. "I assume you have a good reason for 
this," he purred, rubbing his Injured cheek with the back of one hand. 


"Youces! Youcee!" Unable to finds words suitably vile tn a language he knew, she switched 
automatically Into her native tongue, loosing a flood of Auron epIthets on Avon's head. 


For his part, the man held his peace, blinking occaslonally, but otherwise giving little Indica- 
tion that he even heard. "Are you quite done?" he Inquired calmly when she at last fell sIlent. 
"| have decided to forgive you" -=- he Indicated the marks across his face -- "as you are obviously 
Incapable of reasonable thought at the moment. Th!s Is about Auron?" 


"Even you should be able to understand that." She fairly spat the words. 


"Perhaps," he agreed, "but as | do not speak the language of Aurone.e." He left the sentence to 
dangle meaningfully between them as he rose from the lounge and yanked Orac's keye Shoving It 
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Into one pocket, he strode to his work station and played graceful hands over the controls. 


Cally remained where he'd left her, staring after the leather-clad back. Her anger was spent. 
Anger never worked with Avon, but she had forgotten; he offered so many opportunities for It. Her 
rage accomplished nothing, only allowed him to remain In control, thus reconfirming hIs own 
super lor ity. 


“Why, Avon?" she sighed at last. "Why do you think my sister would Ile to me, help the Federation 


lay a trap for my destruction? She Is my sIster. You have a brother. Surely hee." She broke 
off as he tensed abruptly. “Avon?" 


"How do you know that? What do you know about my brother?" he demanded, his hands tightentng on 
the controls. 


She was puzzlede "Only that you have one," she replied carefully.- “Jenna mentioned him not long 
after | joined the crew. She was briefing me on some of LIBERATOR's defence capabilities." 


"Ahe" The man's silence stretched Into minutes, until Cally began to wonder If he were all right. 
Startled by her own temerity, she crossed the deck to lay a hand on his arm. He flinched, a very 
un~Avonlike gesture that confirmed her suspicion something was wrong. Her concern grew as an 
expression very [Ike pain flickered across his face. 

This was the Avon they rarely saw, the Avon who was all too eas!ly hurt, but who would never admit 
the hurt was there. It was this Avon for whom she stayed, this side of the man that could not be 
Ignored and, once experlenced, could never be forgotten. Why, however, should mention of hls 
brother trigger such angu!sh? 


“What was his name?" she ventured. 


“Does it matter?" he countered, pulling away from her touch as If Just realizing It was there. 
"He's dead." 


She nodded her acceptance of his distance and returned to the lounge. { will waltee. If she were 
patient, he would provide all the answers she wanted -- In tIme. 


Avon grew Increasingly more uncomfortable as the hours passed. Cally disturbed him. Her presence 
on the flight deck disrupted his watch In ways he couldn't begin to explaine Twice, he had to 
realign components that would have been Installed correctly the first time but for his 
inattention. 


At last, he gave up even the pretense of working on the equipment, choosing Instead to prow! about 
restlessly.- Cally sald nothing, merely sat on the lounge; only her eyes followed him. 


Finally, he could stand It no longer. "You have the early watch!" he exploded. 
"Yes." 

"You will be completely useless without sleep." 

"As you often are?" she replied, pleasant but Implacable. "lf am not tired." 


It. was difficult to argue with truth. He did often stand the watch on little or no sleep, and she 
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knew Ite Heaving a mental sigh, Avon bent once again to his precfous computers, but his efforts 
proved no more successful than before. 


After a time, he glanced up to meet her still-watchful eyes. "It Is a trap." 

"No. Zelda did not Ifee { would have known." 

"Would you?" he countered bleakly. 

"It Is Impossible to Ife In the mind IInk." 

"Noe" 

The word was without Inflection, but the emotions behind It almost overwhelmed her. That makes no 
sense! | can recelve the thoughts of only another Auron or a telepathe Avon Is not of Aurone He 


is human, and humans have no telepaths among them. Do they? Funny thing, that. He almost seems 
aes 
to understand... 


Now that she thought about It, he had always been at once both more accepting and more distrusting 
of her gift than the others. I+ was nothing so obvious as true telepathy -- she would surely have 
noticed that -- but he had proven receptive to her mental touch on several occasfons, and had 
chosen to act upon those psychic nudges. Such acceptance, however, did not prevent him from 
harbourtng suspicions about the reliability of her gift. Is I+ possible he ts himself a latent 
telepath? It seems unlikely... Stttl, what other explanation Its there...?2 


Cally looked up to find him staring at her intently. "Do you honestly belteve the revenge of one 
man more important than the rescue of an entire planet?" 


If he was surprised by her sudden attack, It didn't show. “When we have no rellable way to verify 
that planet's need for rescue, yes." 


"That {fs the problem, thene You refuse to rely on other than mechanical means to confirm Auron's 
plight." Her eyes bored Into his with an Intensity that startled them both. "I! felt my world’s 
need, Avone 1! wish | could share that need with you, but | cannot. It Is no less real because of 
my failure. [| did feel It." 

"Through Zelda." 

"Yes." 

His silence spoke volumes. 


“Why do you distrust her so? She has done noth!Ing to you." 


He answered with a question of his own. "You were exiled from Auron. Why call you back now? Why 
would you come? They are lying." 


"You said that before. 1! chose to leave Auron. Now, | choose to return, to help. They need me. 
Their need Is more important than my feelings. You know nothIng about the mind Itnk, Avon. If 
you dide..” 


"| Know." He gripped the edge of the work station console, his knuckles white, but hIs volce was 
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steady. 
She waited. Minutes passed. "Tell mee" 


Suddenly releasing the console, he turned away, stopping before Zen's display screen. He rarely 
talked about himself, his past. That he attempted to do so now sald much about the Intensity of 
his feelings on this subject. Watching the man as he watched Zen's flickering lights, Cally 
wondered what he would say -- and what that revelation would cost them both. 


"| am no telepath," he began In a voice so low she had to straln to hear. "Not as you are. lec 
My brother and | were..." He drew a deep breath and tried again. "! am a twine” 


She stifled a gaspe Among the Auronae, multiple clonIngs were the standard, but twins were almost 
unheard of In the Alpha Domes on Earth. This explains so many things! His easy acceptance of my 
telepathy, for oneee. Twins often shared a specltal form of communication, she knew, similar to 
that she shared with Zelda. 


"We were not Identical, my brother and I, although we did share a certalneeeempathys As children, 
we were Inseparable. But we grew apart." His laugh held {Ittle warmth, and less humour. "How 
tar apart, even | did not understand until too late." 


He became quiet, so quiet Cally was sure he had forgotten she was there. But his next words were 
addressed to her. 


"Do you know what my parents used to call me? Their dark prince. My brother was blond and tall, 
finally taller than Tarrant. He was everything my dear, bureaucratic parents wanted In a son -- 
obedient, trustworthy, generous, and completely loyal to the Federation." His voice turned acid 
with the memory. "Il, on the other hand, was...difficult." 


She smiled at that. You stI!ll are... 


"Born Into a privileged Alpha family, | had the audacity to question the ‘benefits’ of my birth- 
right. Benefits?" He snorted. "| was expected to slave far the government, then be grateful for 
the crumbs they threw my way, my ‘share' of the millions my work made for them. The rebels were 
little better. They substituted 'the Cause’ for thelr own pockets, that's all. The fruits of my 
labour were still not my own." 


He paused, rememberinge "My brother finally went Into politics. Our parents were delighted, of 
coursee | disagreed with his cholce, but accepted It, as he accepted mine -- or so he had me 
belleve. But when his rebellious twin decided to break Into the Federation's bankIng system, that 
obedient, trustworthy, loyal citizen turned his own brother In for questioning." 


He turned to her, his eyes wells of pain and betrayal. "He was there," Avon whispered, “at the 
interrogation. Through our link, | could hear him laughing." 


"Oh, Avon!"® She almost went to him, but something In hIs face stopped her colds Instead, she 
asked, "That first day.ee.eon LIBERATOR. Jenna sald you tried to go to him2" 


"To kil! him,"* he replted, his voice harsh with the remembered paltn he would not acknowledge as 
suche "Jo make him pay for his decelt." 


‘"Youreserevengeese You plan to go to Earth to kII! your brother? But you sald he was deadee." 


* 32 * 


"He Is dead-" Avon's smile was enough to chil! her to the core of her belng. "I let It be known 
he was a member of the ResIstance. He did not live long -- only long enough. | felt him dle, and 
| was glade" 


She paused, her senses overloaded by his emotions. "Why, Avon? If not him, who Is It you want to 
kKTI1?) Why?" 


But Cally had walted too lonae Even as she watched, his mask slipped firmly back Into place; he 
was once again In controle "That Is my busIness, no one else's. But you will forgive me If | 
doubt your Zelda- Oh, we will go to Auron," he assured when she would have spoken. "But we wil! 
do it my waye My watch Is almost over. As you are already here, | will leave the shIp In your 
hands." 


"Very well." She tried to hide her shaking; this encounter had left them both drained. She 
refused to let him know just how much hIs stary affected her; that would be disastrous. 


As he reached the doorway, she sent him a mental, "Thank you." 


Only the slight stiffening of Avon's spine Indicated he heard. She wasn't thanking him for Auron, 
and they both knew It. 


Cally watched him walk away-e FrownIng, she turned to her duties. 


er 
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“The Politics of Embezzlement* 


(By Jeannle Webster) 


"Did the data finish processing yet?" 


The computer tech grunted and pointed at the screen In front of him, where Information was scroll- 
ing out. 


"That's It, thene™ Edwards, the smaller of the two men, nodded with satisfaction, then turned to 
his co-worker, smiling broadly. 


Davidson wiped a sweaty palm on his trousers. "Good thing, too. If It hadn't worked, you know 
The boss would've blamed [t on an error In our programminge"™ 


"Of coursee He never makes mistakes." Edwards flashed the other man a mischlevous grine "That's 
why he's still working over In the auxl|ltary computer centre. Guess he doesn't expect any prob- 
lems with his project." 


"Well, | doubt even he expected the simulation to be this successful. The crystals seem to be the 
answer." Davidson gathered the data tapes and headed for the door of the small laboratory. "You 
know what he's like If he's not the first to know about these things." 


He wound his way through the corridors of the vast computer complex, his excitement growing as he 
went, and poked his head Into several auxliifary rooms similar to his own lab, seeking hls super- 
visor. 


As he raced Into yet another room, he barely missed tripping over a pair of black-clad legs 
protruding from under one of the computer consolese Close call, that! He'd learned much from 
this man, who was unquestionably one of the best computer techs In the Federated worlds, an 
acknowledged genius -- but sometimes, he wondered !f anything was worth suffering the man's foul 
temper. 


Faint sounds from beneath the console showed the man was stIll hard at work, Ignoring his 
presence. “Mr. Avon?" No reply. He summoned up his courage and tried again, louder. "Mr. 


Avon!" 


Kerr Avon reluctantly slid from beneath the console, sat up, and pinned his ass{stant with an Icy 
glare. “And what Is Important enough to merit this tnterruption?" 


"Those simulations you had me set up on the aquatar pro ject..." 


"You have the results?" The Intent look In his eyes belled his expresstonless face and the even 
tone of his voice. He gathered his tools, then rose and fastidiously dusted himself off. 


Davidson smilede "I! thought you'd want to see them right away. They look extremely promlsiInge"™ 
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He led the way back to the experimental lab. 

Hours later, the two men were still deeply engrossed In analysIs of the test results. Next would 
come the task of translating their arcane mathematical knowledge, distititng Its salltent poltnts 
for the reports to the next level of the hlerarchy. 

Finally, It was done. 


eee Ht € 


"Kerr, my boy! Come In, and have a seat." Frel Henning, manager of the computer complex, smiled 
unctuously and Indicated the chair In front of his desk. Avon stiffened at the IIberty, but 
masked his feelings and managed an Ingrattating smile In return. 

"As you know, my boy, It's time for your annual performance evaluation." 

Avon nodded. He was never one to suffer fools, but In this case, the power the other man held 
gave him no choice. "Before we begin, sir, | bellteve you should see this." He took a copy of his 
pro ject report and pushed It across the desk. 

"What Is i+?" 


"The results from the latest simulations on the aquatar project. As you will note, they have been 
quite successful. With additional funding, a working teleport..." 


",eewould not be possible." 


"t beg your pardon?" Something Is serfously wrong! ThIs Information should guarantee a promo- 
tion, not to mention a fat ralse... 


"Teleport. Crazy Idea, anyway, Iike something out of a bad holovide !'ve recommended Development 
Section give It up as a bad !dea." 


“| don't understand, sir. These projections showe.." 

Henning glanced offhandedly at the report. "The Federation has nelther the time nor the resources 
to waste on such Idle speculations as these. There are more Important priorities. Projections 
are one thing; results are all that matter. The subject Is closed. 

"Now, your evaluation. Your technical expertise ts quite remarkable. However, your personne! 
file shows some problems In dealing with co-workers, most especlally with your subordinates. | 
will not stand for that, Kerr. We're a team. Let's show some of that old team spirit, shall we?" 
“May | ask If this ‘team spirit’ of yours Includes condoning gross Incompetence?" 

"To whom In particular are you referring?" 

"Rogers." 

“Oh, my boy, you must be mistaken. He's one of the best men | have. tn fact, I've recommended 


him to head the team to re-vamp security on the Federation BankIng System. It's a high-priority 
project, very sensitive. Extra funding has been allocated to make certain It's a success. Every- 


* 35 * 





one Is belng reassigned, now that the aquatar project Is to be disbanded." 


"| seee" Avon's eyes grew hard and cold. "And my reassignment? Is It perhaps to a less pres- 
tigious project? One that Is less of a technical challenge? Not to mention less well pald?" 


"| am sorry, but | have so many excellent people, and so few places worthy of thelr talents... 
Besides, you're not really management material, my boy» You see how It Is, I'm sure." 


"Naturally." Avon's smile was feral. 


Henning smiled back, a broad and totally false smile that nearly split hls round face. HIs eyes 
met Avon's, which were cold and plercing as a pair of laser probes. "As long as we understand 
each other, then. Now, If you'll just slgn thls form..." 


The computer tech left Henning's office, cold rage bullding Inside him. The most promising 
project of my entire career, snatched away before It can be completed! Then, to be shunted off on 
some stupid, routine assignment, while an utter Incompetent Is glven the plum job...! 








Kerr Avon was not a man to elther forgive or forget slights eas!ly- Rogers, In charge of security 
for the Federation Bank? What a farce! A five-year-old chIId could get through his safeguards! 





And what a shambles that would make...! 





A predatory smile spread across his face as he considered the havoc a highly qualified computer 
tech could causee The consequences would be great, both for Rogers and for the man who recom- 
mended him for the job. And one could buy a good many things with a few milllon credits... He 
and Anna could run away together to one of the outer planets, where all that money would buy them 
luxury and security for the rest of thelr IIves... 


Still smiling, Kerr Avon went to meet Anna and tell her of his plan. 
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"Until it's Time to Gowee® 


(By Mary Robertson) 


The man was old, anclent. Resting gnarled, misshapen hands agalnst the low barrler of the rall- 
Ing, he leaned forward In hfs chair to drink In the crisp, cold darkness. He was so lost tn 
thought that he didn't hear the chIIidren who surrounded him untt! the oldest one caught at his 
sleeve. 


"Grandfather? Be careful, Grandfather. You'll! fall." 


He smiled wryly at her elght-year-old concern. "No, | won't fall," he disagreed, but settled back 
anyway, more to satisfy her than out of any fear for his own safety. 


Fears He'd had his share of that, enough to fill a dozen IIfetimes. There was nothing left for 
him to be afraid of- His children, his grandchildren, they didn't understand. They didn't 
understand his fearlessness any more than they understood his longing for the feel of the night 
wind agalnst his face. 


How could they? They had grown up surrounded by fresh alr and freedom. They took It for granted. 
His childhood was spent under the Domes of Earth, breathing recycled air, learntng the value of 
“getting along," lest one's nelghbours call In the authoritles -- or worse. After the Domes had 
come a seemingly endless round of prisons and planets and spaceshIps, some large, some small, but 
all under the watchful eye of the Federation. 


No, they would never understand his longtng for the open alr, nor the reason why he chose this 
place, of all places, to end their every visit. 


He was the last, all that was left of Roj Blake's Rebellion -- Avon's Rebellion, tn the end. 
There would always be gaps In their story, Just as there would always be rumours enough to fi! 
those gaps more fully than any truth might have done. Even now, he himself could not always 
separate the truth from the legend. 


The old man had spent the days and weeks follow!Ing the debacle on Gauda Prime tn a lonely prison 
cell. Months passed before Kerr Avon rescued his thlef, more dead than allve from torture and 
starvation, and they made thelr peace. 


This was a different Avon than he had ever known before, a surprisingly, Inexplicably gentle Avon. 
Oh, he never lost the sarcasm for which he was so rightly famous, and the coldness of his anger 
was frightening, but to those he considered his friends, he was kind. Whatever happened during 
those Intervening months had changed him, changed him tn ways his friends could not comprehend. 


He would never explain. It wasn't Avon's way to explain. When asked, he would shake off the 


question with a turn of the head, yet the one who knew him best could see the shoulders hunch and 
the eyes cloud for Just a moment at some forbidden memory. 


* 37 % 





* 38 * 


Avon had done It, had won the war he never wanted to fight at alle If Blake's death had accom- 
plished anything, It had been to give the Federation a single-minded saviour. It was Avon's plan 
that drew the rabble, all unwilling, under hls leadership; ft was Avon's relgn of terror that led 
at last to victory and to peace. 


But when Blake's War was well and truly won, he refused a place of honour In the new regime. 
instead, he took his ship, his computer Orac, and his useless thief whose health and hands had 
been destroyed In a prison cell on Gauda, and he bulit them a new life. Those were the happy 
years. Vila found a wife, started a family; and Avon found, If not the wealth he had always 
longed for, then at least a kInd of contentment. 


On the eve of Vila's seventieth birthday, Avon brought him here, to the highest polnt on their 
quiet, sparsely populated IIttle world, and gave him a gift, with Instructions not to open It 
before the next day's sunrise. That was not unusual. Each year, Avon made the seme request; each 
year, Vila complied. It was the only thing Avon ever asked of his friend. 


They talked a lot that night, about thelr chliidhoods, about the War, about Blake. Vila got 
happI ly drunk, and Avon let him -- another birthday ritual. Then Avon took him home. 


When morning came, Vila's chtidren crowded eagerly around thelr father to see what Incredible 
gadget Uncle Kerr had made this year. To thelr dlsappotntment, It didn't look exciting at all -- 
just a sort of small, squarish plece of plastic. 


Avon was gone. There were no tears, and no goodbyes. He refused to prolong the Inevitable. 
Remembering another planet, another time long past, Vila thought perhaps, with Orac's key, his 
friend had left him a message. 


The trasclIble little computer seemed almost subdued. “Not yet," It replied when questioned. "J 
will let you know when the time comes." 


And the time did come. Vila learned Avon had finally succumbed to the blological time bomb with 
which his sworn enemy Servalan had burdened him so long ago on Gauda, that this world’s doctors 
had kept him alive far beyond hIs expected span, and that death would come as a welcome friend 
after years of hidden palin. 


So Vila was alone. 

That was forty years before, but the old man remembered It as If It were yesterday. That was the 
reason he returned to this place, the reason he had come tonight -- to remember, and to forget. 
His own leaving was not so very far awaye "I will be with you soon, old friend," he whispered 


Into the stiitnesse "Soon." 


"Grandfather?" A soft volce sounded In hfs ear, and a tiny hand crept to cover his useless one on 
the rall. 


"It's all right, Luv." His volce cracked IIke crumpled cellophane. "Your Grandfather's Just a 
itttle tired tonight." 


"Shall § get Daddy?" 


"That's a good idea," he agreed, patting her hand In reassurance before engling his motorized 
chair away from the barrier. "Yes, | think It's time to go.” 


SLOSS 
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"The Ring of Ruuant* 


(By Vicc!l Cook) 


The landscape was barren and dry. Wind howled overhead, sending great swirls of dust Into the 
air. The Doctor stood outside the closed door of the TARDIS and surveyed the scene. There was 
nothing In any direction but brittle shrubs and hard, packed, cracked earth the colour of egg- 
shells. He ran a hand through his tangle of white curls and stepped a few feet away from the 
door, eyes straining. 


The door opened behind him, and a young blonde gir! popped out, comfortably dressed In a black 
Jumpsuit and walking shoes. She peered around the Time Lord, using his body for protection, and 
he pointed toward the west, shielding his eyes from the glare of the planet's sun. “Well, Jo, are 
you ready?" He half-turned to smile at her. 


She touched his arm lightly and took a deep breath. "Ready as I'Il ever bee Let's gos" And with 
that, they set off across the flat terrain, occaslonally putting hanckerchlefs to thelr mouths to 
protect themselves from the blowing dust. 


The two companions trudged one Jo kept her eyes on the Doctor, staring at the green velvet of his 
Jacket, watching the now-familfar movement of his shoulders as he forged ahead. She wasn't sure 
she would ever get used to the adventures he constantly led her Into, but she always rallied. 
Anyway, she thought, stralghtentng her shoulders as If in deftance of an Imaginary foe, he needs 
MO 


"Look, Joe" The Time Lord had stopped, and polnted stralght ahead. 

"That looks like a Jungle!" 

"Yese" He rubbed the side of his nose with one finger. "Odd, Isn't It, right on the edge of a 
desert?" He contemplated It for a moment, then moved on toward the lush, green forest. She 


stared ahead as If transfixed, then broke Into a trot to catch up. 


When she reached It, she plucked at his sleeve. "Do you see what | see?" she asked, Indicating 
the sky above the forest. 


His eyes followed the direction of her finger. Above the trees was a ring of light, brit ifant tn 
Its beauty, IIke a prism reflecting all the known colours of the unlverse. It circled a large 
area of the forest. 

“What Is It?" Jo gazed, eyes wide. 


"Some sort of force fleld, | Imagtne. Looks IIke It takes In the entire forest." 


"Will we be able to get In?" 
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"| don't know. But whoever sent that distress signal should be expecting someone to arrive." He 
didn't hes!tate, but set off purposeful ly toward the forest. 


He stopped at the very edge. "See here, how there's a definite line of division? Dust here, 
grass there." 


"And It does seem to curve." 


He picked up a dry branch and tossed It; tt bounced off the unseen barrier. "Well, It's not a 
destructive field, anyway," he murmured thoughtfully, rubbIng hls chin. 


Jo scanned up and down the ridge of forest, then reached out a tentative hand to feel the barrier. 
It seemed rubbery to her touch, and gave a IIttle when she pushed. She laughed a IIttle nerv- 


ously, and began to push harder. 


Suddenly, there was a low hum. Before she could pull away, the barrter gave, and she fel! through 
onto a soft carpet of grass. 


"Good work, Jo!" the Doctor sald as he gingerly stepped through the opening and offered her a 
helping hand. 


"Did | do that?" She dusted herself off. 
"1 expect they knew we were here, and made an opening." 
“Whoever ‘they' are," she added dily. 


"Mmm, yese" He gazed up and down at the spot she'd fallen through, and touched It. The barrier 
was back In place, and firme "Well, onward." 


As they pushed through the dense follage, Jo became aware of a growing sensation of well-being, 
manifested by a Ifght tingle all over her body. She moved lazily, languidly pushing branches 
aside. The Time Lord swiftly pulled ahead of her. 


"Doctor," she called softly, then ralilfled to deliver amore forceful call. “Doctor! Walt!" He 
turned, and walted for her to catch up. "Don't you feel that?" she asked, panting. 


“Feel what, Jo?" 

"Such a feeling ofeccOfec." 

"You mean that tingle? Euphorta?" 

“That's It! Euphoria! | feel IIke nothing could possibly ever happen. Life {fs so-..grand!" 


"Yes, | did notice..." He hesItated, and gazed beyond her. “But | suppose we can ask them about 
It when we get there." 


She followed his gaze, turning to see three armed men dressed In unl form advancing on them with 
blasters levelled. 
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"I'm quite sorry about your..-ereception, Doctor." Devvon, Mayor of the City of Euphorla, Indi- 
cated padded chairs suspended In midair before hime Jo cautltously slipped Into one, and sighed 
contentedly as she nestled Ine The Doctor chuckled, and chose one next to her. 


Devvon siid lazily tnto his own seat, pulling rich, opulent red robes about him with a gentle 
hands The chains about the folds of his neck tinkled softly as he moved his fingers delicately 
over his long, thick white hair. 


Everything In the room seemed to hang on a cushion of alr. A soft, green glow permeated every- 
thing, and Jo heard a low melody, although she couldn't tell where It came from. There were 
exotic plants, with a riot of colours to delight her eyes. She smelled a sweet fragrance, and 
even the faint melody seemed to caress her ears and skine She didn't hear a thing the Doctor sald 
to the man suspended before them on his light pink sofa. 


"Yes, Doctor, we did detect your ship, and sent you a signal.e Oh, we know all about you. Be 
assured, we are only asking your help In a matter that Is becoming Increasingly grave to those of 
us living Inside the barrter." 


"Which Is?" 

"Holes." 

“And you are quite obviously trying to keep something ot someone out. Or Ine" 

“Yes, hence the weapons. We haven't had weapons In Euphoria In hundreds of years. But lately, 


there have been rumours of revolt among certain of the younger members of our soclety, who feel 
l'fe here ts much too soft, too easy." 


"You sound as though you may be convinced of that yourself." 


"It's my Job to keep Euphorta..-eeuphoric. This place was created as a retirement city. But as 
the planet became less and less habitable due to changes In atmospheric conditions, everyone 
eventually migrated here. Doctor," he sald, leantng forward tn urgency, "if the barrier breaks 


down, IIfe on this planet will end. Nothing can Ive outside the Ii fe support of the barrier, not 
for long." 


“Why do you need me?" 


"Over the past hundred years, the children born here have become less and less susceptible to the 
effects of our system. At first, there were only a few, and they managed to adapt thelr IIvelter 
metabolic systems to those of the norm. But now, a large group has arisen who want 'to get back 
to the land-' They want to do away with the barriter completely, to see the forest grow and spread 
to the rest of the planet. Doctor, It simply cannot be done." 


The Time Lord rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "Sounds famtitar." 
"This planet Is dead. There's nothing out there." Devvon put a fluttering hand to his head, then 
passed It over a panel. Instantly, the Image of a softly lit room appeared tn the alr before 


them; In Its centre was a pedestal. "The Ring of Ruuan! has been stolen!" 


"The Ring of Ruuanl. Of course," the Doctor mused. "Yes, I've heard of It. A high energy 
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sourcee But your barrier ts stifl up, Devvon." 


"Oh, the Ring cannot be destroyed. But it can be altered. It was altered all those centurtes ago 
to produce our euphoric state. Already, you see the effects. | am agitated. Only a year ago, | 
could never have drafted soldiers such as those who escorted you here. It's all so very distress- 
Ing!" He mopped his face with a sIiken hanckerchlef. "Doctor, because you are a Time Lord and 
your metabolism Isn't susceptible to our euphoric effects, | am pInning my hopes on your help. 
The rest of us wil! simply deteriorate as the euphoria wears off." 


The Mayor glanced at Jo, sleeping serenely In her oversized chair. "Your companfon, however, 
seems to be utterly affected." 


The Time Lord grinned. "That's the sleep of a clear consclence." 


ee He H 


Jo rolled to her side and snuggled her face Into the warm plilow, then stretched lazily Itke a 
cat. But there were no kinks to work out; every muscle In her body was relaxed. Slowly, and with 
great effort, she rolled onto her back. 

The Doctor grinned down at her. “Hello, Jo." 

"Oh. Good morning. I think..." 


"You had a nice, restful sleep. You should be all ready to ass!st me now, don't you think?" 


“Doctor, | can't even move my little finger right now." She focused on a long tube suspended over 
her pallet. "What's that?" 


He stralfghtened up and smiled. "That, my dear Miss Grant, Is your bath." He pushed a button, and 
she was bathed In a shimmering yellow light. When It shut off, she felt as If she'd just fuxuri- 
ated for an hour In a bubble bath. 

"Even my clothes are clean!" she exclaimed. The Doctor handed her a small cup. "What's this?” 


"Just something to counteract the effects of Euphoria's system on yourse Go ahead, drink It." 


She took a gulp. “Oh, yuck!" She grimaced, but In a moment or two was feeling more Iike her old 
self. "Its this a laboratory?" 


"Yes- | preferred having you here on a plain pallet where | could keep an eye on youe You may 
never have awakened If you were In one of their soft, comfortable beds." 


“I'm afraid I've missed the gist of what's gotng on here," she sald, getting up and golng to peer 
over his shoulder as he worked at a computer terminal. 


He explained. “...and It appears we have a small band of revolutionaries, most probably hiding In 
an abandoned building toward the outer fringes of the barrier." He punched up a read~out, and Jo 


leaned over him, reading off the list of names. 


"That looks IIke a pretty formidable group." 
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"Yes," he said, rubbing his nose thoughtfully. "And ! think our best bet Is to go as emissarles 
of peace." 


"I"Il go get my olfve branch." 
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The two companions were not well received by the revolutionaries. They were seated opposite each 
other across a rickety table, their hands tled behind them; a guard stood watch over them, weapon 
level led. 


Stghing, the Time Lord cocked an eyebrow toward the guard as Jo fumbled with her bonds. "Nice 
day," the girl sald, stopping briefly as the guard stared at her. 


"Stlence!" he shouted. 
"So much for diplomacy," the Doctor muttered. 


She fumbled some more, then her body gave an almost Imperceptible Jerk. RalsiIng one eyebrow, the 
Time Lord looked at her. Now, only a minute alone will do Itee. 


But just then, the door opened, and a tall man strode Into the room flanked by two others. “Leave 
us," he sald to the guards, who stationed themselves outstde. 


“My name Is Porter, Doctor. | head up this band. 1 understand you have been sent by Mayor Devvon 
to 'persuade'’ us of the error of our ways." 


"I'm here of my own free will, with Devvon's authorisation. But not to persuade you to blindly 
follow what he wants. | want to hear your side of things." 


Porter sat down and ran his fingers through his thick black hair. He had Ifvely dark eyes and a 
quick smile. Jo Instantly warmed toward hime Maybe the "bad guys" aren't quite so easy to 
identi fye.. 

"But my manners are bad, Doctor. My men are quite zealous, I'm afrald. Let me cut you loose." 


"Uheee™ Jo slowly placed her hands on the table. 


The rebel stared at her with raised eyebrows. “Very resourceful." He quickly untied the Time 
Lord, who rubbed his wrists. 


"Now, first, let's get all this straight, Doctor. I'm a sclentist, as you are. I am not a 
blood-thirsty mercenary. But the clty Is on a slow road to destruction, and the only way to stop 
the detertoration Is to loose the energy on the planet." 

"So you took the Ring." 

"Yes, | have [te Come with me" 


The Ring of Ruuan! rested In an earthen dish In a well-guarded room stocked with laboratory 
equipment. Porter thrust his hands Into his pockets and nodded at It. "Go ahead, examine It. It 
can't harm you." 


* 44 % 


"Yes, | know." Curlous, the Doctor picked up the basketball-slzed artifact. 


"It's so Light!" Jo exclatmed as she took It from hIm. 


"Precisely," the Time Lord sald. "It's Ifght. Light waves and prismse A bit too complicated to 
explaine What experiments are you conducting, Porter?" 


"| took my results to Devvon, and he threatened to have me expelled from the laboratory. Not that 
anyone would have the energy to do It." 


Jo sniffed, and placed the Ring carefully back tn Its dish. 


"Devvon's wrong, Doctor. By breaking down the barrier I!ttle by IIttle, we can ease the people of 
Euphoria Into the transition with very little effect to thelr systems. I+ won't be without some 
discomfort, of course, but the results would be well worth I+." 


"Prove it-® 


“Over heree™ The sclentist's volce was animated, and the two men bent over a sheaf of notes and 
equations that Jo found too boring to claim her attention even the slightest. AmbIIng around the 
room, she poked into trays and peered Into microscopes until, finally, she sauntered out the door, 
where she was confronted by the guard. 


"You don’t have to potnt that thing at me," she sald with a sighe "Haven't you heard? We're 
guests now.* 


A slow, malicious grin spread across the man's crooked face as he polnted his blaster at her head. 
"No, | hadn't heard. And you're just the kind of hostage I've been looking for." 


* eee 


"| see," the Doctor sald thoughtfully. “Yes, you're quite right. It can be done." 


"Look at that forest out there!" Porter cried, waving his arms In an all-encompassing gesture. 
"No one cares for It. Everyone sits In their comfortable cubIcles, passing their hands over 
contro! panels, slurping up I!quld food so they won't have to chew. What started out as a good 
experiment for Ruuan!l's senlor population has turned Into an excuse for decadence for the entire 
planet. Ruuan! could have lived, could still Ifve. it's all there In my notes, In the history 
books." 


He passed a hand over his face and took a deep breath. "Can you help me, Doctor?" he asked 
quietly. 


"You know If would be useless to try to persuade Devvon." 
"Yes, yes, I know." 
"But, perhaps If we showed him..." He broke off and glanced around the room. “Where's Jo?" 


Precisely at that moment, one of Porter's guards pounded Into the room, breathless. “It's Brand! 
He's taken his group of dissenters and made off for the city. They have the girl..." 
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"Porter, you go ahead with your plan," the Time Lord called as he sprinted for the door. "I'm 
golng to borrow your guard." 


"Yes, gO ONneee"™ 


But the Doctor didn't hear him. He was already racing toward the clity, with the guard at his 
heels. 
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"This looks Ike It, old chap," the Doctor said to Stahl, Porter's guard. "Can you call up any of 
your fellows from within the city?" 


“We still have many withIn, yese I can do that." 


"Goode Alert them to be on the look-out for Brand and Joe It would be helpful! to know how many 
we're up against." 


"They are few, Doctor. But they have something we don't." 
"Which Ise..?7" 


"Brand used to be Chlef Engineer. He has the key to the nuclear generator." 
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Jo paced furltously In her small cell. {+t stank of mold and decaying matter. There was a wooden 
pallet In one corner, and a bucket of scummy water, with a wooden cup floating on top- Desper- 
ately thirsty, she gingerly picked up the cup and swirled away scum of the scum, then dipped [t+ In 
and raised some water to her Itps. A water skimmer glided across the top, and she dropped. It to 
the ground with a cry of disgust. 


How can such a place exist In a city Itke this? She tlptoed to the door and peered at every crack 
aS i he 
and crevice fn the massive block of wood unt!i she found a hole large enough to allow her some 


view of what lay beyond. She could see no one, but she wasn't sure she was alonee There didn't 
seem to be any keyhole. 


Leaning every ounce of her siight body against the door, she pushed, stralning and grunting, then 
stopped and wiped sweat from her face. That was useless, and only made her thirstler. 


Then her eyes followed the only light In her cell. I+ rose Ifke a friendly beacon to a narrow 
hole In the stone wall hIgh above her head. 


The pallet didn't stand very high, but the bucket was wide and deepe She dragged the bedding to 
the wall, emptied the water onto the floor, and turned the bucket over on top of the pallet. 


Carefully, she climbed onto the pallet and placed one tentative foot on the bucket. It wobbled a 
little, but seemed to support her. She stood on tiptoe and stratned toward the sIll, ortpping the 
ragged edge- A few jutting stones In the wall provided footholds; soon, she had holsted herself 
onto the window ledge and squeezed through the narrow opening. 
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She found herself facing a tangle of bushes and dense undergrowth, none of It familftar. Ruuant's 
sun was sinkinge She didn't see any moon, and her sense of direction was completely gone In so 
foreign a place. 


“Eenle, meeniee.." she muttered, then plunged Into the unknown depths of the forest. 
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"Doctor, this Is Tormon, our Inside man here." 


Before them stood a squat, bespectacled man, utterly unpretentious. He wore the Inevitable white 
lab coat and rubbed the bald spot on his head, smoothing hIs few grey hairs across his pate. "The 
barrier Is breaking down, yes. Much faster than It should. This Is not the work of Porter." 


“Brand, then." 


Tormon mopped his face and neck with a square of clothe “I am afraid that Is probably true. 
Come." 


He led the Doctor and Stahl across the lab to a computer console and punched a few buttons. "This 
Is a view of the nuclear reactor room. It Is used only for the energy that operates our comforts, 
our labs and experiments." He programmed co-ordinates, and a scanner zoomed In on a close-up of 
the reactor core. 


The Time Lord stared at It. "Sabotaged," he sald, brows drawn. “The barrier will break down and 
disintegrate. Porter's plan will backfire." 


“We can't get In there. It's too hot." 


“For you, maybe, but not for me. Stahl, go back to Porter, and give him this." He sat down and 
hastily scribbled some equations on a plece of paper. Tormon, leaning over his shoulder, nodded 
and smiled In satisfaction. "Get some men to try and find a lead on Brand and Jo. They won't 
harm her so ltong as she's useful, but the sooner we find her, the better." 


Stahl! nodded and left the room, and the Time Lord turned to Tormon. "Now, my dear chap, If you 
will kindly lead me to the reactor room..." 
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Jo wearily pushed through the undergrowth, then sank to the ground In frustration, hot tears 
gathering In her eyes. She wiped them away and rubbed her nose, smudging dirt across the tip. 
The sun had disappeared; In Its place, only a hint of Iight came through the barrier. Staring 
overhead, she noticed only one star shining brightly; It afforded the only IIght she had. The 
forest was still, quiet, without even the nolses of night creatures, and she suddenly realtzed she 
had yet to see any sort of animal Ii fe -- other than the water skimmer In her cup. 


She sat motionless, feeling terribly smal! and lonely. 
When the sound of snapping bushes and crackling brush reached her ears, she stared about wildly, 
then dived behInd a massive tree, hugging Its sIlde as though she could blend tn with Its bark. 


Light beams traversed the bushes where she'd sat only a moment before; she was sure her captors 
were searching for her. 
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Falntly, Jo heard the whisper of voices; she strained to hear the words, but could not decipher 
any of them. Then the light beams moved on and disappeared, and the voices faded. 


Cautiously, she moved out from behind her shield -- and stepped squarely Into a new beam of IIght, 
and heard Brand's hoarse laughter. She grabbed the first thing she could lay her hands on — a 
stout, heavy branch -- and swung It. A yelp of patn and the wild flaltitng of the IIght told her 
she'd struck her target. 


Jo bolted. She crashed blindly through the Jungle, gasping for breath. Branches snatched at her 
hair. Behind her, the cries of Brand and his men drew closer. 


Then something hit her. She cried out, and lashed angrily at her unseen enemy. It only shoved 
her back -- hard. She darted away and scrambled to the side. It hit her agaln. 


Then, suddenly, she broke free. Feeling as though she'd been pulled through a steve, she crashed 
to the ground. 


Her head swam; her eyes were unfocused. She clutched at the dirt and ralsed her fist. Sand 
filtered through her fingers. Staring up at the sky and the bright star overhead, Jo gazed around 
In perplexed wonder. 


She was outside the barrier. 
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"Doctor, | am very concerned about your going In there." Tormon wrung his hands and paced nerv- 
ously about the contro! room. 


The man he addressed had slipped off his jacket and was putting on a radlation sult. "My dear 
chap, I'm a Time Lord. We can take much more radiation than a human body can. Now, open the 
door." 


Tremulously, the sclentist activated the first lock. The Doctor slipped Inside, then stepped 
Through the second door as the first one closed. Moving respectfully around the reactor, he began 
poking, reading, and deftly working his tools. 


inside the control room, Tormon watched with apprehension. He fatled to hear the soft footsteps 
behind him, didn't know who hit him from behInd and dragged hIs body toward the first lock. The 
Time Lord didn't hear the door open, nor did he hear the sound of Tormon's body belng dumped 
Inside. The assallant left him Inside the first lock, went to the control panel, and twisted a 
dial. 


Inside the core chamber, the reactor burned hotter, and the Doctor frowned as the radlation gauge 
Jumped. Turning, he stared at Tormon's body, Just as a volce crackled over the Intercom. "Well, 
Doctor, this has worked out nicely. You've walked Into a trap with your meddling, and | have the 
girl." 

"You can't get away with this.” 


"Can't 12" The Mayor of Euphoria laughed. "You're dying, Doctor. I've wone No one, no one Is 
going to upset Euphoria!" 
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Porter glanced up from a sheaf of papers just as Stahl rushed breathlessly Into the lab. "This Is 
wonder full" he exclaimed. "The Doctor has found the key! With this, we can prove to Devvon that 
It can be done. We can bring life to the rest of our planet... Eh? What ts It?" 


"Devvon's mene They're coming with weapons to destroy this place." 


The rebel frowned, thInking.e "Alert the others! We must stop them. If they won't IIsten to 
reason, we'll have to use force." 


Stahl hesitated. "They've taken the Doctor. He's In the reactor room at the plant. One of our 
men saw Devvon going tn after him." 


Porter pressed his hands to the table and glowered. "Take sIx men, and get to the plant! Tell! 
the others to walt In ambush for Devvon. And hurry! If we lose the Doctor, we lose everything!" 
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Jo stumbled along wearily, testing and pushIng at the barrier. Angrily, she threw herself at [It 
once, only to bounce off with a resounding, "Ouch!" and land with a thud on the hard ground. The 
earth felt dry, cold, and unfriendly against her cheek. She lay motionless for a moment. 


Then a soft breath of alr stirred against her face. She opened her eyes to a pair of huge, round 
orbs that stared curlously Into her own. Shrieking, she sat bolt upright, and the IIttle animal 
darted Into a hole fn the ground, pokIng Its round head out to peer at her Inquisitively. 


She giggled nervously. "Well, Iittle furry one, | hope | didn't disturb your sleep." She dusted 
her pants off and approached the barrier once more, pushing and working her way around the per Im- 
eter. The little antmal, looking surprisingly IItke a prairie dog, ambled compantonably along 
behind her. She turned once to look at him, and grinned. He backed off a step, but stayed behind 
her. 


"It's all right, IIttle pup. | can do with some company. This may take a whilee" He snuffled at 
her feet, and she laughed. "Okay, come along. | have to get Instde. The Doctor Is probably very 
worried about me." 


The pup sniffed, and sneezed once- The two moved on along the barrier. 
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Zipping Tormon Into his own protective sult, the Doctor sighed, then turned to stare angrily at 
the reactor. “Well, old chap, If | can't stop this thing, nothing will protect elther of us from 
the consequences. Nor anyone else on this planet." 


He stood up- Devvon was gone, apparently satisfied he had finished off his opponents. Circling 
the core, which glowed and hummed more and more with each passing minute, the Time Lord reached 
Into his pocket, produced his sonic screwdriver, and began to work, continuously wiptng sweat from 
his forehead. 


Behind him, he heard a moan as Tormon stirred, then tried to sit up. “Better to rest a moment, 
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old chap," he sald. Before him, the reactor began to blur, and he again wiped sweat from his 
eyCSe 


“Doctor, | waSesowaSe..™ 

"I'm afratd so, old man." 

"Who did this?" 

"Devvone He's behind It all. | can't understand why he would send a distress signal..." 
"Porter sent the signal." 


“Of coursee" The Time Lord's hand began to shake, and hIs eyes crossed. “Tormon, | can't... | 
can'te.«egO Oneee™ He toppled Iike arag doll, and the sclentist crawled to his side. 


He placed his ear to the Doctor's chest. "Still beating..." he mumbled, then fumbled around the 
floor until he found the sonic screwdIver. He headed for the door. "1! think possibly we would 
be helping a great deal more If we got out of here and went for help..." 


He studied the strange Instrument thoughtfully, then polnted It at the door. “Here goes," he 
said, pressing a switch. 


A beam shot out, nearly knocking him off his feet, and a burning red glow appeared on the thick 
door . 


“Too slow..." he whispered hoersely, readjusting the device. This time, the kick was so great It 
knocked him across the room, stralght Into the reactor, which began to shudder and hum more 


loudly. 


Tormon stared at It In horror, then scrambled for the sonic screwdriver and grabbed the Time Lord 
by the shoulders. 


“Please, please! Wake up!" Getting no response, he collapsed on the floor In a terrified huddle. 
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Jo worked her way around the perimeter of the forest, pushing and testing every square Inch of the 
barrier she could reach, moving her cold, tired hands slowly. Finally, with a weary sIgh, she 
sank to the ground and buried her head In the crook of her crossed arms. The wind blew harder 
than ever; Ruuani's nights were bitter and cold outside the protection of the barrier. 


She shivered once, and hugged herself, fighting back tears. Her little companion huddled protec- 
tively by her stde. After more than an hour together, they had developed a mutual friendship. 


Jo placed a hand on the animal's head and stroked his matted, coarse fur. A low rumble Issued 
from deep within his body, and she grinned. "Why, you're purring!" she exclaimed softly, and 
scratched behind hIs ears. 


He looked up at her with eyes as blg as saucers. 


"Well, Buddy, are you sure there's nothing you know about this that | don't? Hmm?" 
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In answer, the IIttle animal waddled up to the barrter and sniffed at Ite Then he put out his 
well-clawed paws and began to dig furiously. Within moments, he had dug a hole blg enough for 
himself, and with a concentrated effort pushed his body through.e When he popped up on the forest 
side, he stared at Jo with a challenging look. 


She Jumped to her feet. "I don't belleve It!" She began to dig unt!I! her fingers ached; on the 
other side, her Iittle friend tore at the ground unttl he had dug a hole just barely blg enough 
for the girl to squeeze throughs She grunted and slithered, and eventually found herself tn the 
forest. "| wish I'd asked you before!" 


The two of them started through the forest toward the glow of distant IIghts. Jo hurried as fast 
as her weary legs could carry her, Buddy close at her heels. When she finally broke Into a 
clearing, she found herself at Porter's cottage. She burst In, gasping for breath. 


Porter looked up In disbellef. "Miss Grant! Howe..?" 


"Where's the Doctor?" she croaked. Then she crumpled In a heap at his feet. 
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Stahl and his comrades moved stealthily through the complexe Two of Devvon's men lay dead In 
front of the building. The science centre seemed deserted. A glow emanating from the vicinity of 
the reactor made the rebel guard frown In concern. 


Pressing himself flat agalnst a wall, he turned a corner, levelling hls blaster. One of Devvon's 
men charged, weapon blazinge Stahl rolled to the floor, landed with a thud, and shot at the 
guard, who dropped with a cry. 


There were no other guards. He and the rest of his men burst Into the reactor room. Through the 
control room window, they could see Tormon's huddled body next to the Inert figure of the Doctor. 


“Tormon!t It's Stahl! What do you want me to do?" 


Shaking, the sclentist got to his feet and pressed himself against the window. In halting, weak 
tones, he told the other man how to operate the locks. 


When the door finally opened, Stah! and one of his men helped the sclentist out, then dragged the 
Doctor to the safety of the control room. Tormon rallled enough strength to shut both doors to 
the reactor room. 


"The rest of you, get outside and guard this complexe Let no one In, and kIIl any of Devvon's men 
If they attack." Stahl turned a concerned face to Tormon. “What else can | do?" 


"Please, please, help me get the Doctor onto a pallet." That done, Tormon faced the control 
panel. The reactor had stabIifzed at a dangerous level, still a major threat to the entire 


planet. And he did not know how much radiation they had already absorbed. If only the Doctor 


could wake up and help... 
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Porter held a brimming cup to Jo's IIps, and she roused enough to drink greedily and deeply. She 
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moaned, and her IIds fluttered open. "I'm all right," she whispered. "| just need to reste." 
“Of course." He smiled sympathetically, but his eyes lacked warmth. 


She had a vague, uneasy feeling. “What's happening?" She lay back against the pillow, closing 
her eyes. 


He told her the detalls, as far as he knew them. “Fortunately, there are not enough of Devvon's 
soldiers to make a real threat against us yet. The effects of Euphoria still have a firm hold on 
most of the people." 


She raised herself up, staring Into his eyes, trying to glean Information she felt he was with- 
holdinge “Then, there's a bad side to thls plan of yours?" 


"Fighting? Soldiering? Yes, | supposee But Isn't It always better to have the freedom to fight 
or not, rather than langulIsh In an enforced lethargy?" 


"Speaking of lethargy..." She yawned. "I think the Doctor's medicine Is--ewearting..-offes." She 
sank back down, try!ing to force her eyes to stay open. 


Porter fingered the cup still In his hands as he stared at her small form lying on the cot. "You 
Just need some sleep, Miss Grant. I think everything Is under control now." 


But Jo was already peacefully asleep. 


* %& H&E & 


The Doctor opened his eyes and sat bolt upright, causing Tormon to jump back In surprise. He 
hadn't quite expected so extreme a reaction to a cup of cold water. 


“Thank heaven, Doctor!" he sald with a sigh of relief. "i was terribly worrlted." 

*!'m quite all right, thank you, old chap- How about you?" 

"| believe |! shall survive. But what do we do about the reactor?" 

The Time Lord got up and strode to the window, gazed at the reactor thoughtfully, and rubbed hls 
chin with one finger. "Still stabillzed," he murmured. "Maybe we can do something from here, 
without risking another trap. | belleve | had Just about done It before... Is there any word 


about Jo?" 


Stahl pulled a communicator from his pocket. A moment later, they heard Porter's voice. "Yes, | 
have Miss Grant here. I was just about to contact youe Is the Doctor safe?" 


The Time Lord held out his hand for the communtcator. "How Is Jo?" 


"She's asleep. From the IIttle she told me, ! assume Brand k!dnapped her and was golfing to use her 
as a bargaining tool.e She overheard them say they had sabotaged the reactor. The barrier fs 
behaving erratically. Holes keep appearing, then closing againe It's all happening far too fast; 
the reactor must be brought under control. The Ring can only do so much. Most of Devvon's men 
either have been captured or have taken off for their hide-out." 
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"We're doling what we can here." 


“| have to go- Your calculations may work from thls end, but | need time." Porter broke off, and 
the Doctor handed the communicator back to Stahl. 


"And Devvon has convenlently disappeared," the Time Lord murmured. 
“He can't have many men," Tormon sald. "Otherwise, he'd have put a guard on us." 


"Yes, precisely what | was thinkInge He must have something else afoot that needs his attention. 
But what?" He turned to Stahi. "Can you get some men together and make a search for Devvon?" 


The guard nodded and left, gun In hand. 


“And now, Tormon, we have work to do." 


% HH HE & 


Jo stirred, rolled slowly from side to side, blinked several times, and finally focused on a point 
on the celling. Propped on one elbow, she put one hand to her head and glanced around the room. 
Porter was gone, and the sIlence was eerie. 

“Where Is everybody?" she muttered to herself as she rose from the cot, only to sink down again to 
halt a wave of dizziness. Burying her head In her hands, she realized she'd been drugged. A 
shuffling sound caused her to ralse her eyes -- stralght Into the muzzle of a blaster. 


"Oh, no!" she groaned. 


Devvon smiled thinly. Behind him, Brand struck a military pose, his gun levelled. And behind him 
stood Porter, the Ring tn his hands. 


*| don't understand..." 


"You've never heard of double agents, Miss Grant? Take her to the Sclence Bullding with the 
others." 


Brand hauled her to her feet and shoved her out the door. 

"You'll never get away with this!" she said, stumbling Into the darkness of the forest. 

"Spare me the clichés. There Is more at stake here than just one little city." 

Behind Jo and her captors, a little creature like a prairie dog iralled at a discreet distance, 
snuffling along, nose to the ground. He stopped as they neared the clIty, and watched with glowing 


eyese Then, with surprising speed, he back-tracked toward the outer edge of the city, and the 
barr ter. 


* & HE 


Jo was shoved unceremoniously through the door of the reactor room. The Doctor and Tormon stood 
side by side against the wall, hands ralsed. "This Its getting awfully tedious, Devvone Can't you 
think of something more original?" The Time Lord stared intently at the Mayor. 
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"One doesn't need to be original. Some methods can't be Improved upon. Against the wall, Miss 
Grant. Now, If you will all face the wall..." 


Brand advanced on the prisoners and tied thelr hands. "Tle the girl's especially well," Porter 
advised. "She's quite good with a knot." 


“Do you mind telling me what this Is all about?" the Doctor demanded. He winced as Brand wrenched 
at his bonds. 


"Certainly, 1 can grant you that much. Porter took the Ring, and conducted h!is experiments apart 
from Tormon heree Very simple, really. | Just needed to have him away from the public eye. 
Unfortunately, Tormon found out, so we cooked up this scheme between us, and established allles. 
We've been holding each other at bay for several monthse Tormon was quite easily duped." 
Embarrassed and dismayed, the !Ittle sclentist rested hIs head against the wall and sighed. 


"But why call me here?" the Time Lord asked. 


"You, Doctor, supplied our missing Ifnk. You're quite famous around here, you know. Many of our 
citizens have nothIng to do but watch Intergalactic shows on thelr monitors." 


"You mean Iike a soap opera?" Jo glanced quizzically at the Time Lord. If the situation weren't 


so frightentng, the Idea would be h!lartous... 


The Doctor smiled grimly. "I'm afraid so, Joe So what do you plan to do with my calculations? 
There are quite a few others around vying for the title of Ruler of the Universe, you know." 


Brand grabbed him and spun him around, blaster levelled under his nose. "No need to point that 
thing at me, old chaps I'm not gotng anywhere." Brand backed off. 


"We are not megalomaniacs; we're just greedy." Devvon's laugh rang through the room. "Make the 
planet into one big Euphoria. Expand the power of the Ring, which you have so kindly helped us to 


do. Set up Ifiving arease Invite other planets to spend a nice vacation, retire..." 


“And have complete control over everything," the Doctor finished. "Just the same old thing, on a 
smaller scale." 


"There's nothing wrong with starting at the bottom, {ts there?" 

“How thoughtful," the Time Lord observed. 

Porter's lips curled Into a mirthless smilee “Put them tn the reactot room. The radlation wil! 
fintsh them off. And round up the rest of the rebels, then execute them." He turned to go, but 
was halted by the sounds of screams and laser fire. 

One of Brand's men burst tnto the room. “Out there... Creatures... Antmalse.." 

Outside, a guard screamed, tearing at the creature clinging tenaclously to his throat. He gurgled 


as sharp fangs sank deeper; then he fell to the ground, clawing at the animal. Finally, he lay 
stiil. 
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The little animal, which strongly resembled a prairle dog pup, let go and waddled Into the bullad- 
Inge Ahead of him were more of his kinds Others lay dead from laser wounds. StII! others 
attacked Brand's mene They were everywhere. 


As one particular pup neared the sclence centre's control room, he I! fted hls nose Into the air 
and sniffed. Moving slowly down the corridor, he held his head high, nose pointed upward. Be- 
sides the acrid smell of blaster fire, the strong scent of man permeated the area. He sensed fear 
and evi! everywhere. He waddled along close to the wall, seeking one particular sweet scent, his 
soft paws padding almost sIlently. 


As he started toward the control room, the little anImal's eyes began to glow. The lights tn the 


hall dimmed, and he uttered a shrill squeal that no man heard. Quickly, a dozen other pups Jjolned 
hime 


Inside the control room, Brand walted, flattened agalnst the wall by the door, his blaster ralsed. 
Devvon stood In one corner; Porter hovered behind the trio of prisoners. The halls and corridors 
were ominously sIlent. When the IItghts suddenly dimmed, Brand looked to the others, his eyes 
wide; a vein throbbed In his throat. Slowly, he peered around the corner of the door. 


The pup lungede Brand fired Into the air, then dropped his weapon, which slid across the floor 
with a clatter. Shrieking, he tore at the creature clinging to his throat. 


Porter put a gun to Jo's ribs and shoved her toward the door. Devvon screamed as pups began to 
stream into the room. The false rebel opened fire at them, cutting down two before he was at- 
tacked; then he backed down the corridor, using Jo's body as a shleld. One pup advanced on him 
steadily, his teeth bared and his eyes glowing. 


“Keep moving, Miss Grant," Porter hissed. "If you want to IIlve to see..." 


Suddenly, she tripped, and shot forward onto her face. The pup Immediately sprang. Porter's shot 
went wild, and within moments, he was struggling helplessly as the little animal tore at him. 


"No!" Jo screamed. "Please! Don't kIII him!" 
Understanding, the pup let go, but kept the terrified man at bay with his hissing and snar ling. 


The girl tay helplessly on the floor for a moment, then felt the welght of a small body on her 
back. Something gnawed at the ropes that held her; soon, they fell away, and she sat up. 


The Doctor and Tormon emerged from the control room, rubbing thelr chated wrists. "Jo, are you 
all right?" 


"Yes, Doctor, I'm just fine." 


The Time Lord picked up a blaster and advanced on Porter, keeping one eye on the watching pup. "I 
don't know who you are," he sald, addressing the latter, "But thank you." 


The pup backed off and waddled to the sttll-seated Jo. She reached out a tentative hand and 
touched his head.» RumblIng started from somewhere deep within him. 


"It Is you," she marvelled softly. 
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Several more of the little animals gathered around, huddling close to her body, all looking up at 
her with shining eyese Surrounded by carnage, she felt pretty stlly petting first one, then 
another. But she did It anyway, and began to giggle. 


The Doctor just scratched his chin. "I can't walt to hear your story, Jo. Ah, Stahl, here, you 
have a prisoner. 1 belleve Devvon Is still alftve, too." 


"i'tl see to hime" He motioned to his men, who streamed Into the corridor, looking for a fight, 
only to find a dozen o- more smal! furry creatures surrounding Jo Grant. He opened his mouth to 
say something, then Just shook his head, worked his way carefully around the pups, grabbed Porter 
by the collar, hauled him to his feet, and hustled him away. 


Jo looked up at the Doctor and laughed. "I've never seen you look so perplexed! All this was 
almost worth Just the look on your face!" 


eH € 


The Time Lord sipped his tea and leaned back against the cushions of his air chair. Tormon and 
Stahl faced him tn Identical seats; both men looked relaxed and content. 


"So, you're saying we should go ahead with Porter's original plan?" 
"Yes, of course." the Doctor replied enthuslastically. "{ think you would make a splendid sclen- 
tific advisor to Stahl! here. Jo's...friends are proof life can exist beyond the barrter. And you 


now have the calculations to expand the Ring's power." 


"The reactor is finally stab!llized, and will cooperate with the Ring," sald Tormon, tapping his 
fingers on hIs cup. 


"And Ruuan! can get back to normal," Stahl finished. "! mean normal normal." 


"But, Doctor, what shall we do with Devvon and Porter?" Tormon gazed Into the amber depths of his 
tea as If seeking an answer. 


"| think between you and Stahl, you can find somethtIng productive for them." The Time Lord ralsed 
one eyebrow and smiled, draining his cup. 


"And those animals..." 


"Yes, fascinating creatures, aren't they? Some sort of telepathic power. Not only did they 
survive, but they survived well." 


“Mutations, | suppose," Tormon musede 


"And good friends and allfes, | should think. Well, old chaps," the Doctor sald, rising, "l 
really must be on my way- {| think you can handle things from here on." 


The two men got to their feet and shook his hand “We can't thank you enough for your help," 
Stahl! sald. 


"Yes, yese Do come visit us agaln, Doctor," Tormon added, bobbing hIs bald head. "And give our 
regards to Miss Grant. We wil! open a way for you at the same spot where you entered.e Do you 
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know how to find It?" 
"Yes, of course. Goodbye, gentlemen." 


e&& & Rh 


The Time Lord wove hIs way through the forest. At Porter's old hut, now abandoned, he found Jo 
sitting on a stump, surrounded by several pups.e She looked up and smiled wanly, then placed one 
hand on the head of a pup, who looked up at her with wide eyes. "I still can't tell them apart," 
she sald, her voice tinged with regret. She scratched the animal's ears. 

"We have to be golng." 

"Yes, | suppose soe" She rose, and walked with him toward the barrier, the pups at thelr heels. 
The way was open, and soon the two companltons were trudging across the barren landscape toward the 
famiitar shape of the TARDIS. 

The Doctor unlocked the door and turned to Jo, who stood a little way off. The pups had gathered 
together a few feet away- She stood silently, just looking at them. The Time Lord pushed the 
door open, then turned back. 

“They're so cute," she sald lamely, and wrung her handse "Goodbye..." Waving at the IIittie group 
of animals, she finally turned and made her way to the TARDIS. At the threshold, she paused once 
more and looked back. A warm feeling enfolded her mind, IIke a caressing blanket. She waved 


again, and entered the TARDIS. 


Inside, the Doctor finished entering a new set of co-ordinates. The time rotor rose end fell, and 
the TARDIS disappeared from the planet of Ruuan!. 


The pups watched [It leave, then turned and waddled back toward thelr homes as though such an 
occurrence were a common sIght. 


Jo hugged herself and stared vacantly at the console. The Time Lord put his hand to her chin and 
l'fted her head. She smiled, hugged him, then moved away. 


"They were my friends," she sald. 

"| know." 

She smiled gratefully at him. “How soon will we be home?" 

"Five minutes ago," he answered with a grin. 

"I'm going to Ile down for a while." She disappeared Into the depths of the TARDIS. 


e& eee & 


Inside a cupboard In one of the myriad of rooms within the TARDIS, glowing eyes peered out with a 
look of curlosity, friendliness, and Intent purpose. Buddy waddled out, put hls nose In the air, 
and sniffed. 
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®introduction® 


(By Mary Robertson) 


| am NasIr. AssassIne 

To no man | belong. 

Your Baron offers payment; 
| will not serve him long. 


! am Nasir. AssassIne 

1 kIII to earn my keep. 

| learned to show no mercy, 
Else seek eternal sieep. 


| am Nasir. AssasstIne 
They pay to own my sword. 
Instead, | offer service 
To Sherwood's chosen Lord. 
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"Ordinary Villein*® 


(By Jeanine Hennig) 


"Ordinary Ilves would make them ordinary villeins..." 


And what If he ts right? What If those careless words, thrown out without even acknowledging whom 
they sirike, are true? 


*Godwin Is noble-born, noble-bred. What would he know of villeins' tives? What would he care of 
&@ peasant-turned-God's-son? Herne chose youe What more proof do you need?* 


| wonder ee 


Is It all a ride on the night-mare? Does RobIn of Loxley still work at Matthew's mill, still roam 
the greenwood and long for that which he can never have? Born a freeman, yet never free, and 
never able to forget the discontent sown by a father dead long before adolescence burned In this 
body now mature? Is my merry band a reality? Does Marion truly Ile beside me at night? It has 
the quality of a dreameee Could an ordinary villelin have what | have? But then, peasant and 
nobility all are allke In my kIngdome.. 


My kingdom? ts It mtne? 


*It Is yours by right, even as Albion sings In your hands. Herne's knowledge and your own magic 
earned you the Divine KingshIip. The Old Blood runs through youe Why do you allow careless words 
to stain you with doubt?* 


| have falled. The sword [fs taken, by the Abbess Morgwyne My blood was spi!t In Its defence -- 
but still, ! falled. 1 can feel Albion's presence. It cries out like a captive bird, crles over 
the cliff of Ravenscar's stone. Have ! fooled myself these past years, that an ordinary villein 
Is enough to stem the tide of wrong? 


*You are not an ordinary villein! You are Robin of Loxley, of Sherwood -- Robin [' th’ Hood! 
Herne's Son, the Hooded Mane The Green Man -- Leader of the Seven of Sherwood, and Consort to the 
Maiden. Such things transcend any caste, any code.* 


But they do not stop them from binding me IIke an animal In the dark beneath Godwin's Hall. Even 
as Albion Is bound, so am Jee. 


{| would rather dle than be taken IIke thls. At least there Is freedom In death, and no chalns to 
hold both body and soul. Marton knows of my capture -- | feel her spirit winging through Sherwood 
to rest at my side -- but It does not stop the questions. It does not quel! the doubt. | have 
falled, and Godwin thinks me a mad fool. 


*All those who court the different are thought made All those who are different are called fools. 
But the real madmen are those left In the dark of thelr Ignorance, those who refuse to belleve...* 
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Believe In what? 
*In the yearning, In the Quest. In the Oream...* 
And the IIving symbol of my Dream taken by evil... 


*No- You are yourself the living symbol of your Dream. You have falled -- but so must we all, to 
learns Harken to your soul, RobIn Hood, and harken to the men and the Mald who cal! you master. 
Would they give thelr own IIves and souls to the man you fear yourself to be? Would Robin's 
outlaws follow an "ordinary" villetn?* 


Never. From the start, they gave themselves to me, to my words. No matter that they would 
disagree or balk, there was always the glving. 


*Ah! Now, you begin to see!* 


| am no longer blinded by fallure, no longer feel It clogging my throat. For | am the reality of 
thelr Dream. As Albton, and my Malden, and my men are to me. And when this battle Is done, we'll 
return to the forest, where peasant and noble can sup together, where a wild wolf's-head can marry 
a knight's daughter, where villefns who are not so ordinary after all can live frees. 


CLES 
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“Remeabr ance" 


(By Mary Robertson) 


















"I'|! cover your escape," he sald. 

How heavily those words welghed on my heart! 
He knew what was to come that dreadfu! morn, 
Events where he alone would play a part. 


"You must remember me," he sald. 

As If ! could forget my very II fe! 

| watched, tear-blinded by the sudden pain, 
The gentle man with whom !'d ITved as wife. 


"You must go now, my love," he salde 

He sald Crusaders’ daughters shouldn't cry. 
He d-led my tears, entrusted me his sword. 
He held me close, and then he sald goodbye. 


Ct a 


yy” 





“Doctor Who and the Lacertan Ralders"® 


(By Barbara Mater) 


The city busses were running late one snowy evening In Syracuse, New York, as Kelste left work at 
the discount store and crossed the street to jolIn the crowd walting for them In front of the 
peanut shop on Salina Streete The wind flapped her thin slacks around her anklese She shoved her 
fists deeper Into the pockets of her sk!I Jacket and stamped her feet, looking with envy at the 
long coat and high boots on the girl standing tn front of her. 


Her feet must be nice and warmee.- Kelste's weren't. The sensible shoes she wore at work were 
becoming IndIistingulshable from the old ones she wore outdoors, except for molsture content. 


Four busses lined up at the stop, but none was the right one- Kelsle sighed and stepped back Into 
a slightly warmer position In the middle of the crowd, her mouth watering at the smell of roasting 
nuts from the storee Two more busses marked "EXPRESS" whIizzed by, sprayIng dirty slush on the 
people at the curb. A teen-age boy with a boom box on his shoulder shook his fist at the bus, 
cursing the driver and the snow. 


At last, an older bus, Its tlluminated stgn cracked and almost tllegtble, rolled up to the stop. 
Kelsfe squinted In the darkness, straining to read the sign. She sighed againe It was her bus. 


She climbed In, pald with her last token, and found a seate Bless the Midstate Transit Company, 


even if It's going to cost me all my change to ride back to work tomorrow and pick up my payee. 
——— Seen OR Om ow and pick Up My Payeece 


She could hear the boy with the radio laughtIng and talking to another boy In the seat behtInd her. 
Across the alsle, a stout housew!fe shuffled packages and scolded her smal! daughter. "Sit sttll, 
| tole you! You gonna fal! down!" 


Two girts tn high school jackets and knitted caps giggled and snapped their chewing gum, waving to 
someone outside on the walk. 


Kelsle coughed Into a crumpled pInk tissue. Queasy with post-nasal drip, she hoped she could stay 
on her feet In the morning, and make It until her day off. She closed her eyes and thought about 


suppers No money for a hamburger, but | still have a boxed pizza mlx In the cupboard. Plizza 
ee EK EM TRO CUPDOR Ge —FIzza 


would taste goods {! can almost smel! [tee 
eee ee ee ee ee eee 


The bus lurched to a stop, skidding on an Icy patch and bumptng through a row of pot-holes. The 
Imaginary pizza odour was dispelled by the Intrusion of a weirdly sharp, pungent smell as two more 
passengers boarded the buse Thelr large, lumbering forms were clad In overcoats and sk] masks, 
and one held something shiny, half-covered by a paper bag. He sidled up to the diver, but no 
colns or tokens fell Into the box. 


What have they been drinkIng, to make them reek like that? Or maybe they work [fn a chemical! 
tactoryee. The smell was nauseatinge They have to be crazy to try and hi jack a city bus, espe- 
SE eee a ee 
cially this old crate! 
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But Kelsfte was sure that's what they were up to. The driver was arguing with the one In front, 
who pulled the paper bag off his gun and leaned forward threatentngly. The other one menaced the 
passengers with a stmiftar weapon, a six-sided cylinder with a grid across the business ende So 
they're not your average winos. Maybe they're weapons freaksee. a 


The school girls, seeing the gun, dived out the back door of the bus just as the diver put the 
engine in gear. The woman across from Kelsle grabbed her packages and followed them out Into the 
Snowy night, clutching her I!ttie girl, as the bus began to move. 


Kelsle got up to follow. But by then, they were In traffic, and It was too latee The boy with 
the boom box challenged the Intruder. "Hey, man, what you think you dotn'?" But the strange gun 
sprayed orange sparks across his face, and he backed off. "Ow! Man, what was that? Wow, | c'n 
hardly see! What'sa matter with you guys?" 


The hI jacker advanced menacingly down the alsle and stood tn front of the door. Kelsle almost 
gagged from the smell of hime Then she stifled a scream as she looked down for the first time and 
saw his feet. 


He wore no boots. His feet were long, covered with grey scales, and they bore four clawed toes 
eache They left gooey spots on the already wet and dirty floor of the bus. 


Am | having a nightmare? What's under the skI masks? Do I really want to know? 


The bus did not follow Its usual route, but went onto the expressway and picked up speed as [tT 
left the city, northbound toward the airport. Home was getting farther awaye Kelsie peered 
longingly out the window toward the street where she IIved. Time seemed to stand still as she 
struggled with her own disbellef In what was happening. 


When they finally stopped by a farm on a secondary road, the hijackers began unloading the bus. 
First, they shoved the driver, a thin little man with grey hair, out Into the darkness-e Then they 
dragged the boys with the radio out, and Kelsfle heard one of them say, "Ho-o-o-lee! 1! don’ be- 
lleve it!" 


Then they came back for her. "You don't have to grab me! I'm going!" she cried as one of the 
creatures reached toward her, reveal!ng claws where most people had fingers. But he grabbed her 
anyway, and shoved her out the door. She Jumped down from the step and landed In deep, cold mud, 
nearly dropping her purse. 


Across the stubbly cornfield was a large machine that looked IIke a military tank. Where the gun 
should have been was a sIx-sIided cone about two metres tn dlameter, glowlng orange at the open 
end. A white ItIght pulsed atop the turret. The bus diver, the two boys, and Kelsie were shoved 
over the rough ground toward the machine. 


About half-way across the fleld, the two boys made a break, running In opposite directions. Fire 
from the tank's cone struck down the one with the radio. There was a loud popping sound as orange 
sparks struck hime He spun partway around, then fell face down In a flooded furrow. 


The other boy had stopped, and stood staring at his friend, uncertain whether to run or go to help 
hime The tank weapon decided for hime Orange sparks flew out of the cone, striking him with the 
same loud popping sound. He stood for a moment, outlined darkly against the orange fire, then 
fell, his face up to the sky, snow melting on his face. 


* 65 * 


Kelsie and the driver went quietly. 


Her chest was tight with the horror of what she had seen, and fear of what lay ahead. Kelsie was 
puzzled by the driver's apparent lack of feare He seemed fascinated by the machine Itself. The 
creatures shoved them up a ladder, through a hatch. 


"it's a flyin' saucer" the old man sald softly, pausing on the hard grey ramp leading down from 
the hatchway Into the brightly IIghted Interlor of the machiInee “An honest-to-God flyin’ saucer! 
Whaddya think, girly?" He turned to her for the first time. "Ain't this somethin’, though?" 


A blow from one of the creatures sent him staggeriInge Kelsle, numb with fear, was nudged forward, 
Into a room where there were several large cushloned seats, seemingly designed for creatures the 
size of thelr captors. The two humans were shoved Into adjacent seats; the hi jackers sat In two 
others. After a moment, there was a nolse Ifke ten thousand pounds of Jelly slurping out of Its 
Jar, and the craft lifted free of the muddy field and started to move away from Earth. 
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In the TARDIS control room, the Doctor was on his hands and knees taking apart some of the cir- 
cultry under the Instrument panel. Frost rimmed the panel and sparkled tn his thick, curly hair. 
icicles hung from the console's control knobs. The Time Lord's coat collar was turned up against 
the cold, and his multi-coloured scarf was wound thickly around his necke I+ was so cold tn the 
TARDIS that his breath hung foggIly tn the alr. 


He looked pretty dishevelled, and tools were scattered on the floor, attesting to a long afternoon 
of hard work already past. "You know, K-9," he sald to the little computer=dog, “when | started 
spring cleaning, ! had no fdea what | was getting Intoe Would you hand me those crimpers over 
there? No, not the small ones. The larger ones, just there. Thank you, K-9." 


Having fetched the crimpers, K=-9 remarked In his usual helpful and Informative way, "Correction, 


Master- Spring cleaning Is done In the spring. Earth area we are approaching ts now exper fencing 
winter, a season of cold and long nights. Temperatures may range from..." 


"| don't want a weather report! | just want to get this Job done! There, | think that's got It!" 
He pushed a button atop the console, and a soft hum begane The Doctor grinned, showing large 


white teeth. “Ah, now we should have some heat!" 
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As soon as the acceleration ended, the scaly creatures prodded Kelsle and the bus atver to get 
ups She obeyed as well as she could, but when the diver tried to stand, he fell back Into the 
chair, white-faced, clutching his chest. The alten shook hime 


"He's sick, you fool!" Kelste shouted. "! think he's having a heart attack!" She fumbled In his 
shirt pocket for ptils, but found none. "Where's his jacket?" She was terrified the old man 
would die and leave her alone with the allfens. 


One of them started to drag her away; the other kept pummel! ling the driver, who gasped for alr. 


"Stupid creatures! He's going to dle If you don't let me help him!" But they dragged her off. 
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She cried herself to sleep that night In the empty room where they left her. 
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Because she always remembered to wind her watch, and because every time It sald twelve she made a 
penci! mark on an old envelope from her purse, Kelste knew It was nine days before anything 
changed. During that time, she was forced to clean and re-clean the allens' quarters endlessly, 
with some sort of contraption that looked IIke a rug steamer and left a damp, sticky residue that 
smelled almost as bad as the creatures themselves. Every surface was ugly, grey, and hard -- 


where they walked, where they ate, where they rested. And every surface had to be cleaned, over 
and over. 


At first, she protested. "Hey, don't | even get protective clothing? What If this stuff Is toxic 
To humans? And how about cleaning me? Where are the showers?" 


They didn't pay much attention. But every time she collapsed on the Job, they placed her back In 
the big chair.- And every time she woke up, she found a cup of water and a dish of something IIke 
soggy bread to eat. 


There was never any more sign of the bus driver. Poor guye Maybe he's lucky, In a wayee.e She 
wondered how much longer her captivity would go one Her cold was worse; she coughed constantly. 
And the aliens had made a deep scratch across her back and left shoulder, which was sore and 
swol lene 


Kelsfe was utterly miserable. 


* *# % & & 


Once the TARDIS was defrosting, the Doctor put away hIis repair kIt and got himself a mug of tea, 
then stood at the control console, punching In a set of co-ordinates. The central column began to 
move normally, but just as the last number was entered, the room suddenly slipped sideways, 
splitting tea on the floor and producing a flashing of iIfghts on the panel. "Whoops! I guess she 
wasn't quite ready. That's annoying. AIl the systems looked to be tn order. How curious, eh, 
K-92" 


With a bump, the TARDIS came to a halt. "Now, where do you suppose we are? Shall we have a look 
around? Odd the view screen's blank. Looks all solid grey." 


The Time Lord opened the door. "Whew, what's that smell? It's awful! But It's famillar, tooee. 
Do you recognize It, K-92" 


K-9 turned hIs back and slid as far as possible Into the most remote corner of the room, where he 
stubbornly remalned. 


The Doctor stepped Into a damp grey room filled with a lot of damp grey containers. 
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Kelste had Just fintshed her poor excuse of a breakfast, after making the elghteenth penct! mark 
on her envelope, when she heard the door open. But Instead of an evil-smelling lizard creature, 
there was a tall man with curly hair and oddly-assorted clothes. HIs attire Included a long, 
colourful scarf. 
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He smiled as if In great delight and announced, "Hello! 1'm the Doctor. I've come to take you 
home!" 


She blinked In confusfone Who Is this character? And Is “home going to be his place or mine? 
Oh, well, who cares, as long as there aren't any more lizard creatures there... She stood up, 
stiffly. "I'm Kelste.™ 


"Quick, now, before the allens spot us," he warned, and led her through a cargo hatch Into a hold, 
where a large blue box marked "POLICE" stood. She couldn't help doing a double-take. Looks IIke 
a phone booth... 


The strange min ushered her Inside the box, and she almost dropped her purse tn surprisee This ts 
no ordinary phone boothee.! 


For a minute or two, she Just stared around the room, examining Its white walls, [Its control 
console, and the coat rack against the wall. Then she spotted K-9. "Hey, what a nifty mechanical 
dog!" she exclaimed. “I bet Toys and Hobbies could seli a bunch of these at Christmas!" 


K-9 did not reply. 


The Time Lord shut the door and operated some Instruments on the large and complicated control 
panel. With a pecullar wheezing, groaning sound Ifke the trumpeting of a spring-wound elephant, 
the engine began to function. 


"Now, then, | think we're safely aways You can put your things In there," he said, Indicating a 
wall locker. "And won't you come and have a chat with me about your adventure?" 


Kelsie felt very strange Indeed. Her recent expertences were overwhelmingly unfamiliar, yet this 
strange man seemed to take the whole business In strides He sounded English. She knew English 
technology was extremely good, but had never heard they had spaceships that looked like phone 
booths. "Are you from England?" she asked, following him Into a small sitting room furnished with 
a couch, some chairs, anda little table. 


"Oh, part of the time," he smiled. “Here, won't you have a seat? I'!Il get some refreshments." 


Should | really sit on that nice clean couch In my slimy clothes? Oh, well, 1 don't have any 
others, and I'm very tirede.. She sat down. 


The Doctor came back In a moment or two with a tray of sandwiches and two bottles of ginger beer. 
Kelsle stpped ginger beer and told her story. "It was Just awful- | couldn't belleve the things 
they dide They shot those poor boys for running away, and just left them lying there. And they 
wouldn't let me help the bus driver. They Just didn't seem to care If we lived or died." 


"Quite typical of the Lacertans." He frowned. "That's what they are, you knowe Lizard people 
from the Lacerta Gamma system." He offered her another sandwich. "They are certainly some of the 
most heartless beIngs I've run across. No moral sense at all, no regard for the rights and needs 
of others. Any slaves who can't work, they Just toss aside like old bootse Oh, | am sorry..." 


Her eyes were brimming. She looked for a clean spot on her sleeve but couldn't find one- On the 


table was a stack of paper cocktall napkins stamped "Seattle World's Fair"; she took one to wipe 
her eyeSe 
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The Time Lord put a kindly hand on her shoulder, and noticed the wound the Lacertans had made. 
"They've hurt you, too, haven't they? Let's have a look at that." 


He went back to the control room and got a first ald kIit- As he swabbed some lotion on her 
shoulder, she kept talking, trying to block out the paine "The worst part, | think, was being 
alonee Nobody to talk to, no one at all for company but those nasty creatures. ! don't think | 
could have gone on much longer If you hadn't shown upe" Oh, no! I'm golng to cryeec. 


Oh, no! She's going to cry! But then, who could blame hereee? "I know," he sald softly. "Space 
can be lonely-" And In a moment, she was crying In his arms. 


When she found her voice again, she asked, "How did you find me, anyway?" 

"Well, we just sort of dropped by accidentally, and when we saw we were In a Lacertan craft, | 
suspected there would be slaves on boards K-9 detected a human IItfe form -- youe Although he 
wouldn't come along on the rescue. He's been rather out of sorts lately. | think he's bored. 
Computers like to have lots of numbers to chew on, you know." 


"Computers?" 


"Yes, of courses" He led her Into the control room. "K=-9's a very special dog, you seee He's 
often a great help to me." 


Although this was sald quite loudly for K=-9's benefit, the computer=dog gave no sign of having 
heard. 


Suddenly, the TARDIS jolted to a halt. The Doctor checked his Instruments and actIvated the view 
screen. There was nothing but static. 


Kelsfle stepped Ine "What's happened? | didn't know there were pot~-holes In space." 


The Time Lord looked at the screen, annoyed. "Something has interrupted our transition through 
relative-dimensional time," he growled, adjusting a dial. 


Another bump threw them off balance for a moment. Then the view screen cleared, and two Lacertan 
tank-shIps appeared, thelr cones almed at the TARDIS. "| thought It was too easy an escape. It 
seems we have an escort." Examining the co-ordinates display on the control panel, he announced, 
"We are being towed toward the Lacertan system by a powerful two-dimenstfonal force beam. 1! think 
It's going to be a rather unpleasant ride." 


"How does this, uh, ship of yours wark?" Kelste asked, thinkIng of the massive fretghters and 
mighty Great Lakes tugs she had once seen at Oswegoe "Can she overcome the force beam? 


"It's not easy to explain," he answered, shrugginge "And, no, | don't think we can, because If we 
were to dematerfalize at this polnt, our molecules would be scattered In two directions by the 
two-dimensfonal forces of the beam" 


“That sounds bad." 


"Mmm, could be difficult to get ourselves together againe Like Humpty Dumpty, you know." 
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“What can we do?" 


"What can we do? We can think! If we stop this chattering, that fse" And he sat down on the 


floor, put his chin In his hands, and began to recite multiplication tables. "One +imes one Is 
one, one times two Is twoee." 


K-39 swivelled his ears and turned to look up at Kelsle, who tipped an eyebrow philosophically at 
hime There was no Interfering with the Doctor, however nonsensical he acted. 


"eeeforty-two!l" pronounced the Time Lord decisively. "Now, ! know what to doe Borusa always 
sald," and he Intoned In his best Sertous Time Lord voice, ""It Is no shame not to know something. 
But be sure that you know where to look It up-'" Then he returned to his everyday voice. "K=-9, 
come here, boye We've got some real work to do." 


The computer-dog ambled toward him. "Master?" 


"Listen, K-9, t've just realized what we must doe" K=-9's ears swivelled again, with a whirring 
sound. "| know a chap who's sure to have the Information we need to escape from the Lacertans, 
and perhaps to stop their marauding, too, at least for a whilee But to get In touch with hin, 
we'll need to dust off the long distance radio." He knelt by the control panel and unfastened a 
cover on one side, using his sonic screwdriver. 


"What are you doing?" Kelsie asked. 
"Repairs. 

She sighede “Will you need me?" 
"Don't think soe K=-9's here." 
"Then, can 1 go get cleaned up?" 


"Certainly. First door on the right, down two flights, left, left, left, right again, and you 
can't miss It." 


She went out, repeating the directions to herself. 


The Doctor went to work wiping off the contents of the console base. "Drat! My scar f's caught on 
a wire" He gave It a good tug, and a humming sound begane A shelf of electronic components 
slowly slid out, and Ifghts began to blink In a row down one side of the apparatus. "Now, let's 
see. Wires are loose all over the placee Got to find the schematic." He rummaged In his 
pockets, but found only a yonyo and a bag of Jelly bables.» He ate one of the jelly bables and put 
the rest away. 


Then he went to the wall locker and began to putter around. He had quite a pile of junk on the 
floor by the time Kelsle came back, wearing clean clothes and with her hair much tidlere She 


pulled her purse from the junk pllie and began searching In It. 


"Ah, here we are," the Time Lord sald, holding up a tattered sheet of paper. He set It on the 
floor alongside the console, and began rearranging the wires to match the diagram. 


After checking her appearance In her compact mirror, Kelsle went to stand behInd hime She kept 
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looking over his shoulder, first on one side, then the other, trying to see what he was doing. 
tWhat would happen ff you attach that green wire to the pin with the green dot?" 


tWhere?" He frowned at the tangled wires. 
She reached around him. "Right here, see? That long wire that's hanging down under the shel foo." 


"t can't work with you pestering me!" he exclalmede “And since when do shop girls know anything 
about electronics? Honestly, you humans are Just about the most audacious people | knowe Go and 
clean up that stuff!" He polnted to the plle of Junk by the locker, and the contents of her 
purse, also scattered on the floor. 


Kelsie made a face at his back, then sat down by the locker to sulke "K~9!" she whispered, and 
the computer-dog went to her. "Why did he say, ‘you humans' to me? Isn't he human, too?" 


"Master Is somewhat more than humane Not of Earth origine Detalls are classi fled" 


She pondered this revelation while the Time Lord struggled with the circult boardse He held a 
micro-chip up to the light, examining It with a large round magnifying glasse "Seems to be all 
right. Must be this bit In here, where the circult's burnt outee. Haven't got a bit of wire, 
have you, Kelste?" 


"How about a paper clip?" she asked stiffly, not looking at hime 


"Might do very nicelye" He accepted the paper cllp and snipped a short length from It, which he 
carefully placed tn the gap on the circult board. "K-9, spot-weld." 


The computer-dog oblIgingly zapped the circult with a beam of red light. Smoke curfed up from the 
board. When It cleared, the Doctor pronounced the operation a successe He motioned to K-9, who 
plugged his sensor probe Into the console. 


"Now, K-9, stand by to enter code for standard Space radio communications transmission, civ! ilan 
frequencye 10394862147WD addressing R106502121972BZ. Got I+? Goode Right. Enter code." 


After a few seconds of stlence, during which lights flashed on the circult board shelf, a falnt 
and far-away voice came whining out of a speaker on the control panel. “HEART OF GOLD. Good 


afternoon, whoever you are, or at least | dare to hope you're having a better time than | am, not 
that anybody cares how I feel, Joo." 


"Digressions are irrelevant," K-9 snapped. "My Master wishes urgently to communicate with your 
commander." 


“Marvin, you old so-and-so, why didn't you tell me we had a phone call!" came a hearty voice from 
the speaker. At the same time, the Doctor's view screen flickered to life, and a man's Image 
appeared through the static. 


Kelsie was astounded. He had two heads, and three armse The head that spoke was very alert- 
looking and had a wildly cheerful expression; she found It irresistibly appealing.s The other head 
was underdeveloped and malformed, and looked sleepye One arm rested on something In front of htm, 
probably the controls for his screene Another ended In a hand holding a glass filled with tce 
cubes and some shimmering gold {ifquide The third arm was cosily wrapped around a fair-hatred 
young woman, who looked at them with great curlosity. 
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“Doctor ! I'm delighted!" the wakeful head shouted» "Well, | must say you're looking fit. 
Doesn't he look fit, Trillian? Yes, | like your present form." 


“Thank you, Zaphode Yours Its something new and marvellous, too. Must be quite usefule [| always 
say, two heads are better than one. Don't | always say that, K-92" 


They both laughed loudly. The man on the screen went one "Well, now, where's the party? I'm 
sure you didn't phone me for nothing, eh?" 


"!'m afraid there's no party Just now. In fact, we're In a spot of trouble." 


"Oh, what a shame! I've really been meaning to get hold of you, but you're so hard to find! 
What's the matter, and Is there anything | can do?" Trflltan handed him her clgarette, and he 
took a long pull on It. "Whhh-fff-thpp!" 


"It seems we are in tow between a pair of Lacertan slavers.e Most embarrassing, as we don't really 
want to go with them." 


"Ahhh! Thank you, Trilltan.e Well, Doctor, correct me If | am wrong," sald Zaphod's active head, 
while the passive one rolled Its eyes In a beautiful dream. "But the Lacertans don't have a very 
complex technology, | think. They're probably using a two-dimensional force beam." 


"Yes, that's right." 


“in which case, stnce the two dimensions act with a negative vortex effect on their object, which 
Is already travelling In at least four dimensions at once, relative to the theoretically stable 
centre of the universe, as well as any gliven mathematically determinable point In the cosmoSe.. 
Uh, where was |, Marvin?" 


"Travelling In at least four dimensions," answered the computer, sounding bored and sarcastic. 


"Doctor," Kelste Interrupted, beckoning him out of range of the screen and microphone, “how can 
your friend just sit there and get stoned when our lives are In danger?" 


"For your Information, Zaphod Is probably the second most Intelligent being In the unlverse, even 
when he's stoned, and If you're In trouble, he's worth six of most people," sald the Time Lord in 
a tone of gentle reproof, mixed with amusement. 


"Okay, Doctor," sald the two-headed entity, “even If | were to succeed In ripping your TARDIS away 
from the force beam, which It's Improbable even |! could do, the odds are four hundred thirty two 
to one that your shIp would be blown to bits. Alternatively, | could board one of the allen ships 
and try to turn off one dimension of the beam, which would make It pretty easy for you to get away 
by dematertallization. Shall ! try?" he offered eagerly. 


"Do you think you can do it?" 


t! +hink § can do anything! CogIto, ergoe.-something or other." He stood, spilling both his 
q-ink and Trillian. "Hey, who's your lady?" he asked, noticing Kelsie. 


"Just a friend | ran Into. Say, before you go, could you just get out that reference book of 
yours and look up the Lacertans for me? I'd like to know something about them, thelr strengths 


* 73 * 


and weaknesses, their habitat, and so on." 


"Of course, of course!" Zaphod reached up out of view for a moment, and brought out something 
that looked Itke a pocket video game. He pushed a few buttons on It and frowned. "Well, you've 
got yourself Into a nice mess this times Those guys are bade They enslave other races to do 
mental work so they can have technology without labour, and they have no loyalties. Ah, here's 
something! It says that, like most life forms, they cannot exist In an environment of thelr own 
waste, and since they exude slime, they have a real house-cleantng probleme They don't IIke to 
clean up after themselves, so they snare humans to be their captive cleaners." 


"Yes, yes, | Know that already," the Time Lord sald, thinkIng hard. 


Zaphod suddenly giggled and took on a consplratorial tonee "Now, Doctor, Just suppose now, 
heh-heh, suppose | were to bring along a bottle of gin and dump It Into their cleaning stuff, eh? 
They'd absorb the alcohol and get sloshed, wouldn't they? Hah-ha-ha, wouldn't that be someth Ing 
to see? And then I could sneak Into the contro! room -- assuming | can find the control room -- 
and turn off the force beam -- always assuming | can find the force beam! Hah-ha-ha!" He whooped 
for Joy, then waggled his eyebrows at Kelslee The screen went dark. 


"Oh, Doctor, Is he likely to do I+?" 
“More likely than anyone else | knowe He's done some remarkably Improbable things." 


He eH HE 


Trilitan got up off the floor, sat down next to Zaphod, and poutede "Do you really have to go? | 


mean, it's clear there's practically no hope. Why should you risk your Iffe for some poor chap 
who doesn't know when he's IIcked?" 


Zaphod leaned his heads back, blew a couple of smoke rings, followed by a figure elght and a 
double helix. "Trillfan," he sald softly, "If you knew him, you wouldn't aske The Doctor Is 
probably the second most Intell!gent betng In the cosmos, and even Though he doesn't party half 
enough, when there's trouble he's worth sIx of most people." So saying, he kissed her goodbye, 
and put on his space sult and helmets. He went to a docking area at the rear of HEART OF GOLD and 
climbed Into a small two-man shuttle, then whooshed away Into dark space. 
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The Doctor stood at a work table In the TARDIS's chemical laboratory, measuring liquid from a 
large container. "What are you doing?" Kelste asked. 


"Whiling away the time It willl take to get to Lacerta Gamma Two by checking out an Idea of 
Zaphod's." 


She rolled her eyes. "What Idea?" 


"I'm testing the residue of Lacertan slime from your old clothes to see If It reacts with certatn 
chemicals." 


“What sort of chemicals?" She sniffed disapprovingly. 


He tapped the large container. “Principally, gine" 
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On board the Lacertan ship, Zaphod climbed through the Intertor alrlocke In two of hls hands, he 
held a pocket laser knife and a half-gallon bottle. With the other hand, he felt h!s way along 
the wall. 


The corridor was empty. He hesitated briefly at a corner, then shrugged and went Straight one A 
shuffling sound came from ahead; he ducked tnto a side hallway as two Lacertans lumbered past. 
Then, pinching his noses, he followed thelr slime trall to a locked door. 


As he attempted to laser through the lock, a slave approached with a cleaning machtne.e He was a 
little fellow with a flowing black moustache, and he looked up at Zaphod In astonishment. The 
two-headed belIng removed a helmet and asked him where to find the control room. 


"We're there," the IIttle man answered. "What are you up to?" 
"Sabotage," he replied with a wicked g-Ine The IIttle man's eyes lIt up. 


Zaphod opened the bottle, and they both had a drink, then set about opening the door. The little 
man had a ring of keys, so It was only a matter of finding the right one. They were quickly 
Instde. 


The control room was a puzzle. Everything was grey, just like the corridors outside -- buttons, 
dials, levers, wires, equipment housing, Instruments, walls, celling, floor. 


“Of course! |! forgot they are colour-blind! So why would they use colour coding? All the signal 
lights are white, and all the printed Instructions are In Lacertan, a language so difficult and 
rarely used that even | am unfamiliar with It. Ah, well, let's see what we can do." He rubbed 
his hands together In anticipation, then began lasering things at random. Lights winked, smoke 
poured out of cracks In the panels, and pretty soon an alarm sounded. "We're out of luck now," he 
sighed. 


The tittle slave nudged his arm. “How about another drink? Might be our last." 


“Not time to give up yet, man!" He started running down a corridor away from the control room. 
The slave fol lowed. 


At the first corner, four Lacertans converged ponderous!y on them. Zaphod began flinging gtn all 
over the placee "Smells better than you guys do!" he yelled at the allens. 


The Lacertans slipped and slid In the puddies of gin, and floundered around trying to get up. 
Zaphod and the little slave, who was chuckling In delight, beat It back to the shuttle and got 
safely away. 

“Too bad about the force beam," Zaphod muttered. "I! did my best." 
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Steam rose lazily from the thick, bubbly swamps of Lacerta Gamma Two. Weird vegetation rustled as 
small creatures came and went. Something IIke a bird called high tn the wet, odorous alr. Some 
Things like crickets sang In the weeds around the meta! dome where Lacertans slithered to and fro, 
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thelr slime continually washed away by a primitive sprinkler system powered by the labour of 
several human slaves walking around a windlass-Iike wheel Inside the dome. Now and then, one of 
the slaves would drop out for a few moments, until a Lacertan guard came and whacked him back Into 
place. 


One man didn't get up- He was dragged away and tossed Into the swamp-e Even as he fell, the guard 
looked up to see two of his people's ships landing, a blue box trapped between theme He nodded In 
sattsfactione More slaves would be aboard. 


"Too bad about the force beam," the Doctor muttered. "I'm sure Zaphod did his best." The view 
screen showed a Lacertan beckoning them to emerge from the TARDIS. 


"No, thank youe’ The Time Lord shook his curly head, then punched the dematerial!lzation switch. 
Nothing happened. “Darn! Stuck again!" 


Three other Lacertans joIned the first one, and they began shoving the TARDIS toward the edge of 
the landing platform. Below them was an oozing, bubbling, bottomless swamp. 


CAL! right, all right! We'll come out!" the Doctor shouted. "K-9, hide in here, and don't let 
anybody In until we get back." He opened the door and stepped out. 


He and his companion were immediately selzed by Lacertans and escorted into the domee One guard 
hauled Kelste off to take the empty place at the wheel. Another pushed the Doctar Into a small 
room where a large Lacertan reclined on a platform, surrounded by several others. Here, as 
everywhere In thelr environment, all was grey, hard, and damp. 


The Time Lord took the Initiative. "Hello, I'm the Doctor. Look, ! hope you'll! understand this 
ts all a dreadful mistake..." 


The big allen lifted tts head Importantly and spoke Into a microphone attached to a box on a stand 
In front of tts platforme His guttural rumblings and clickings were clearly audible, but at the 
same time, English words Issued from a speaker mounted In the boxe "So, Doctor, we meet at last. 
You have sought to deprive me of my slaves, whose efforts are needed to sustain my people." 


"Your people would be perfectly capable of sustaining themselves, and you know it, If they weren't 
so sluggishly lazy- No tmagination, either, | see. Your sense of decor Is absolutely ebysmal -- 


everything monochromatic grey! Ugh! Don't you think a bit of blue here, a splash of vermIlfonee. 
No?" 


“What Is blue? What Iseee" The machine hesitated. “.e.vermilion?" 


"Why, they're colours! Doesn't that audlotronic translator explain English words? {| certainly 
hope It can, as Lacertan Is a language so difficult to understand and so rarely used that even | 
am unfami ifiar with it." 


"The notion of so-called ‘colours' Its a superstitious bellef, unsultable for reasonable belngs. 


Doctor, you have brought me much trouble and Inconvenilencee An ally of yours has tampered with 
one of my ships, and polsoned four of my guardse Have you anything to say for yourself?" 


"Care for a jelly baby?" 


The Iizard regarded him without expression, slime oozing from between {tts scales. "A special 
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punishment !s awaiting you. It Is what we do for our particular enemies. ! am told you are 
Intelligent. Perhaps you wlll be amused. A maze has been constructed Just for you, a maze with 
Invisible wallse Does that sound Interesting? A maze whose shape changes constantly. A few have 
escaped, a very fewe Others have gone mad. Most have died." 


A Lacertan seized the Time Lord by the arms, and he winced as their sharp claws dug Ine "Can't we 
talk this over?" he asked. “Can't you chaps ever learn to do for yourselves, Instead of depending 
on humans? Everyone knows how unreliable they are, after all..." 


"Stlence!" commanded the allen leader. Then It gestured, and the Doctar was dragged down a 
corridor to a closed door. The guards opened It and pushed him throughe On the other side was a 
steep chute down to the level below, a drop of about three metres. The Time Lord landed awk- 
wardly, struck his head, and lay still. 
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In the wheel room, Kelsle obediently fell Into step with the three men and one other woman there. 
They walked round and round, pumping blue IIquid from a tank In the corner up Into the spr Ink ter 
pipes that ran all over the dome. When the guard left the room for a moment, she heard somebody 
behind the tank go, "Psst!" 


She looked around and saw a man with two heads peeking out. The Doctor's friend, the one with the 


encyclopaedic video game! 


The Ifttle slave In front of her seemed to recognize him, too. “HI, there, mate! DId you get the 
stuff tn the tank?" 


Zaphod triumphantly held up an empty gin bottle. "Aren't you the Doctor's gir! friend?" he asked, 
spotting Kelste at the wheel. 


“He rescued me," she sighed, "but then the lizards got us again." 

“{ heard about It." He nodded both heads. "Where Is he?" 

"{ don't know," she moaned. "It looks Itke we're stuck here." 

A big slave behInd her spoke up. "They'I1 have taken your friend to the maze." 
“The maze?" she asked. 

“"Yeahe A special treat they save up for people they really hate." 

"What's It iIlke?" Zaphod demanded. 

"A laser maze. Can't be solveds Keeps changin'." 

“How does It do that?" 

“Because of the randomizer. I+ changes the projection all the time." 


"How come you know so much about It?" asked the !Ittle slave from the Lacertan ship. 
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"Because they stole It off me when | was captured," the big man repllede "Maze did this, see?" 
He showed them his scarred legs. "Burns, these are." 


"Shh! Here comes the guard!" 


A Lacertan lumbered Into the room and over to the tank of blue Iiquid, grumbling to Itself tn Its 
native language. Zaphod hid while It poked at the controls above the tanke Kelsie flgured the 
alfens must already be feeling the effects of the gin. 


Suddenly, the creature spotted Zaphod and grabbed him. Kelsle, the blg slave, and the little man 
with the moustache rushed to help, but were knocked down by the Ifzard's tall. The other slaves 
kept hopelessly pushing the wheel. 


The Lacertan overpowered Zaphod and took him out. After they were gone, Kelsle asked urgently, 
"How can we get them out of the maze?" The big slave scratched hIs heade "Come on, come on! We 
can get away In the TARDIS If we can just get him free!" 

"TARDIS? What's a TARDIS?" 


"Never minds Where's the maze?" 


They crept out of the wheel room, the other slaves following, and went down a long, damp, grey 
corridor. "Down there," the big man safd at last, polnting toward a door. 


"Where's It controlled from?" Kelsie demanded. 

"Back there." He Indicated another door. 

"How about you going In there and getting your randomizer back, while we check on the Doctor?" 
He agreed. "But the control room's locked!" he added mournfully. 


"No problem!" The little man with the moustache stI!l had the keys he'd used on the Lacertan 
ship. "One of these Is bound to fit." 


Kelste opened the door to the maze. Just Inside was a steep chute Into a dim room where beams of 
red and white Ifght played In an ever-changing patterne Somebody stumbled around in the darkness, 
trying to get out. “Doctor! Stay still!" 


She heard a scuffle from the corridor behInd her, as the Lacertans caught up with the runawayse A 
guard fired his cone gun, and one slave fell, woundede Determined to help the Time Lard, Kelsie 
sltd down Into the maze. 


it was dark, hot, and dustye The IIght beams shifted constantly, burning her unexpectedly. The 
Injurftes weren't enough to dIsable, but they did hurt. It would take a long time to die of 
exhaustion, running with no direction. 

"It's only the red beams that burn," Zaphod's volce called from the shadows. "Remember, they're 
colour-blind. They don't even know the laser's red!" He chuckled.e Then, “Ouch!" he yelped as a 


red beam caught him. 


“How are we going to get out of here?" the Doctor asked. 
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“The men are trying to disconnect the randomizer," Kelsle explatned. 


The pattern shifted, and the three prisoners all backed up at once, crashing Into one another and 
falling Into the path of the laser beam. “Quch!" they all crled at once. 


The door opened above them, and the I!ittle slave appeared. "He's In the control room now!" A 
guard loomed behind him, and he ran, orange sparks showering atound him. 


Kelste, Zaphod, and the Doctor picked themselves up Just as the lasem pattern shifted agaln. 
Then, suddenly, the red beams switched off. The big slave had gotten his randomizer back. 


The Time Lord boosted Kelsle up to the doorway, then tossed his scarf up to her. She had knotted 
't firmly around a pipe and tossed the free end back down when the guards appeared. 


The big slave stuck his head out of the control room, pulled her Inside, then slammed and locked 
the door. The Lacertans began beating against It. “Thanks for turning off the laser," she sald, 
breathlessly, leaning on the control panel. "But what about those creatures?" 


On a wall was a large dial marked "SPRINKLER." The man turned It up all the way, and a hissing 
sound came from the corridor. Unfortunately, [ft also came from the overhead plpes, and blue 
cleaning solution mixed with gin fell like rain, all over Keisle and the slave -- and all over the 
Lacertans In the hallway. 


"Phew!" Kelsie spit as a drop ran Into her mouth. “Nasty stuff!" 


At that moment, the door fell open; the guards had succeeded In battering It down. But those same 
guards sprawled In a heap on the floor, overcome by the alcoholic talnt of the sprinklers. 


"Come on!" Kelsfe grabbed the slave's arm, and they ran down the corridor, with the Doctor, 
Zaphod, and the rest of the slaves right behind them. They dodged guards all the way back to the 
landing platform. 


The TARDIS stood next to Zaphod's shuttle. "Can you take these fellows In your machine?" Zaphod 
asked. 


"Of coumrsee K=-9! Let us In!" 

The IIttle computer-dog opened the door, and the Doctor ushered all the humans Inside. 

"This calls for a party! Meet me In the HEART OF GOLD!" Zaphod Invited heartily. He slipped Into 
his spacesult and helmets, then climbed Into his IIttle shuttle. As soon as he was away, the Time 


Lord took off. 


Safe In the TARDIS, Kelsie sat wearlly on the control! room floor. "Where are the slaves?" the 
Doctar asked, looking up from the console. 


"Getting washed. Honestly, | don't know which was worse ~~ the maze, the gin, or the slime." She 
wrinkled her nose. "But you and Zaphod were marvellous, Doctor." 


He smiled. “We always are." 


——i——_—S—" 
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“Understanding Avon" 


(By Mary Robertson) 


Avon's belIng secretive agatneee Vila could tell he was trying to hide something from the way the 
other man's eyes constantly swept the room, as If he expected huge, halry allens to pop out of 
every shadow, and the way he yanked Orac's key whenever the thief came within a hundred yards of 
the flight deck. It's enough to give a man a complexe. 


His fellow crew members weren't much help. When questioned about Avon's IncreasIngly odd be- 
haviour, Cally Just muttered something about vitamin supplements. Blake dismissed the whole 
problem with an offhand, "That's Avon for youe Try to understand." 


Vila did not understand. He didn't !fke It when there was something he didn't understand, and he 
Itked it even less when the something he didn't understand was Avone Not understanding Avon could 
prove hazardous to a person's healthe So, in the Interests of his good health and continued 
existence, he made up his mind to discover Avon's secret. 


Haunting the touchy tech's footsteps succeeded only In providing him with a handy target for his 
verbal missiles; survetilance of the corridor outside his cabin netted a few quizzical glances 
from other members of LIBERATOR's crew, but nothing else. 


By the time LIBERATOR settled Into orbit around Fairhope Ill, Vila had, tn fact, learned nothing 
except his own IImitations. All that extra work was exhausting, and {t left him no closer to 


understanding their resident genlus than he had been aboard the prison shIp LONDON. 


it was, therefore, with more than a IIttle trepIidation that he heard Avon request h!s presence on 
a planned planetary shopping expedition. 


“Why me?" he walled, knowing full well that If Avon wanted his presence, Avon would have his 
presence, no matter what he had to say on the subject. "Why not Jenna, or Cally, or..." 


"Because you are a thief." 

Vila decided he didn't care for the speculative gleam tn Avon's eyee “I! thought you were gotng to 
buy parts," he protested, staring pointedly at a pile of gems near the man's elbow. "What do you 
need a thief for?" 

The quiet, deadly calm volce spoke eloquently of growing Impatiencee "LIBERATOR requires special 
components not readily avallable on the open market. We cannot buy theme Since our feather- 
headed leader Insists upon seeking out every Federation scout ship In the galaxy, we need those 
components In order to keep the ship from distntegrating around our ears." 


"| thought the auto-repair circults did that." 


"“Auto-repair {is one of the systems that requires attention." He almed a sour look at Blake. "The 
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circuits have been damaged through over-usee Now, get your tools, and come with me." 

"Blake, do | have...?" Vila began querulously. 

"IIL come, too." 

"Not" Avon snappeds "The only assistance | require Is Vila's. 1 need stealth, not speeches." 

The rebel leader sputtered, but even through his dlscomfiture, he could recognize the truth. Hfs 


skills tay In language and persuaston; with the possible exception of Gan, the others were far 
better equipped to deal with this sort of misstone HIs protests dled swiftly. 


Vila watched the exchange In disgust. “Always need my help," he muttered, hurrying away to gather 
a few odds and ends; his whole kit was too unwieldy for a shopping expedition. "Can't do anything 
on their own. No wonder they got caught!" 


Of course, there were a few advantages to the situation, he reminded himself as he re joined the 
others at the teleport. He did want to know what the man was up to, and Avon could not now claim 
the thief's presence unwanted. It was just that he hadn't planned on placing himself tn danger to 
find out. 


Avon was still talking when he returned. ".eebuytng most of what we need, and the one Item we 
must steal Is small. We should have no trouble. Too large a party would attract unwanted atten- 
tion. The fact ts, Vila could eastly manage on hIs own ff he knew what to look for." 


The thief couldn't decide If he had just been comp|IImented or Insulted -- Insulted, probably, 
considering the speaker. "I'm readye" He could see "about time" written all over the computer 
tech's face, but Avon handed him his bracelet without comment, and nodded toward the teleport. 
“Put us down, Blake." 
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It was afternoon on Fairhope Ill. Vila huddled Into the jacket he wore against the chill, damp 
air, and wrinkled his nosee The planet smelled Itke a chemical experiment gone wrong. The 
natives might be used to It, but he certainly wasn't. 


De jectedly, he followed Avon as he prowled through yet another seedy shop, and talked to yet 
another seedy shopkeeper. Most of these people would be hard pressed to make themselves present- 
able enough for the Delta Domes. What's he trying to prove, anyway? 

Accepting another parcel, Vila sighed. Blake or Gan would really have been more sultable as a 
beast of burden.e He could understand why he might be preferable to Blake, who would argue and 
question every purchase, but why not Gan? 

tone. " 

"Huh? Oh, Avon?" 

"Wake up, you Idlot! We sttl! have work to do." 


"| thought you sald we were done." 
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"We are done -- heree"” Taking back a few bundles, Avon led the way to a relatively secluded spot 
In a nearby alley, and called the ship. 


But day was fast turning to dark before Cally teleported down to accept their purchases. 


"Where have you been?" Avon demanded before she even had a chance to solidify. "We have been 
walting at least an hour -- In the rain." He dripped meaningful ly. 


"Sorrye That squall blanked out the communications and teleport to this area. Some chemical 
property In the atmosphere, I'm afrald.e It's over now." She struggled to suppress a smile at the 
sight of the two half-drowned, not-very-likely-looking criminals. "Did you get everything? Are 
you ready to come up yet?" 


Avon seemed about to refuse, but a glance at Vila changed his minds “Most of the Items are 
there," he answered, polnting, "but we have yet to retrieve the most Important component. ! was 
not planning on a return to the shiIp- However, perhaps we should change our clothing." 


"Perhaps you should," she agreed, retrieving their bundles from the trash container where they had 
been stashed to keep them dy. "Wet clothing might hinder your success.e Leather squeaks, you 
know." 


"So do lock-picks, when not properly dry and well-olled. LIBERATOR!" 
"Avon!" That was an indignant Vila. 
"LIBERATOR. Gan here." 


"Bring us upe"® 
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It was a dark and stormy night. Avon and Vila stood secreted In a clump of overgrown weeds beside 
a tall wrought fron fence. 


As usual, Vila was complaining. "lt know there's something polsonous In here. I just know It." 
He squirmed, scratching at an Imaginary rash. 

“Shut up, Vila-" The tone was mild, but the thlef Immediately quleted. "Were you paying atten- 
tion when I explained my plan to Cally?" 


He noddede He always IIstened when Avon spoke to Callye Avon IIked their resident alien, and 
almost always explained things to her. Since that was the only explanation likely to be forth- 
coming, listening was simply a matter of self-preservation.e Vila bellfeved In sel f-preservation. 


“Very well, then. This should not be difficult for a thief of your admitted skit}. What 1 did 
not tell Cally Is that our last ‘purchase’ Is located In this town's brothel. A somewhate.. 
unusual place to find such an Item, but It seems the Madame controls the local black markete Her 
merchandise Is housed In a sub~basement of the establishment. 1 need your assistance to reach the 
storage area." 


“Why not Just approach her as a legitimate customer?" the thlef wanted to know, stil! an unwi tiling 
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accomplice, although his Interest was piqued. "Is she a Federation agent, do you think?" 


"No, but she wants an outrageous price, even by black market standards. She Is not a rebel 
sympathizer, elther, so Blake's proselytizing would be of no value." 


"What about teleporting directly Into the storage area?" 


“With an unrelfable teleport? With the atmosphere affecting the system even minutely, we could 
matertalize in solld rock, particularly since we do not have the exact coordinates for +he sub- 
basement system. No, this way fs best. What's the matter, Vila? Afratd you've lost your touch?" 
HIs t!ps curled In a dertston calculated to make the thlef forget caution. 


It worked. This time, Vila was sure he'd been insulted. "“Humph! Lost my touch, have 12 I'I! 
have you know I'm the best thlef that..." 





"So you keep telling me," hls companion Interrupted. I'd prefer a practical demonstration." 
Grabbing his arm, he dragged the sti! l-muttertng Vila to an old-fashioned fence. 


It was tall, twice as high as their heads. Upon close examination, Vila found It was woven Into 
all manner of Iniriguing and rather Indelicate desfgns. 


"No! Don't touch [t!" Avon hissed as he reached out to a particularly fascinating pattern. At 
the thief's frown, he clarified, "Stun field. Keep your mind on the locks, not the ladies." 


Vila dropped hfs outstretched hand and jumped back from the barriter as If stunge He glared 
reproachfully at the other man, then began searching for the control box. 


When they reached the house, they found a maze of stun fletds and electrontc locks, and even a few 
of the antiquated key-opening types. It was a master thlef's dream, dozens of Intricate and 
challenging locks, with not a single guard tn sight, although Avon kept constant watch while he 
worked. ; 


"What Is It we're tryIng to steal?" Vila whispered as he tackled yet another of the seemingly 
endless supply of barriers. The place was cut by corridors and stalrways gofng In every direc- 
tion, and he hoped Avon could find the way out when the time camee He does seem to know where 
he's going, probably thanks to Orac, or one of his seedy contactse If there's another answer, | 
doubt I'Il ever hear It... He sighed. 


"We're almost there, Vila.e You will recognize the ob ject when you see It." 


"But, Is It big, or IIttle, cress? There, that's got It!" He grinned at the walting tech and 
stood up, dusting off hfs pants. 


"Shh! | hear something!" Avon breathed In answer, angling his gun a IIttle higher. "Go one" He 
gestured at the darkness beyond the open door. "I'll be right behind youe" Plastering himself 
agalnst the wall, he waved Vila toward the open doorway, while he Inched away to Investigate. 

A feeble light flickered agalnst the black unknown beyond the door. The thlef had just crossed 
the threshold when IIghts flashed on ali over the room. In his haste to escape, he almost backed 


Into an incoming Avon, but firm hands on his back forced him forward again. 


Only then did he notice the room contained, not soldiers o- security, but a full dozen gargeous 
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women, all scantily clad [tn red fur and ribbons. They posed artistically behind a long table 
decorated with candles and a red "HAPPY BIRTHDAY, VILA" In fancy letters. 


His mouth dropped open, and his eyes widened In shock. "Avon?" he squeaked. 


The computer tech met his gaze with one of studied neutrality, although his eyes crinkled a bit at 
the corners. "Go on," he urged, pushing the thlef farther [Into the room. "! thought this might 
keep you occupled while | purchase our last required part. The Madame Is expecting me." 


"B=but, the locksSee.?" 


Avon allowed himself a look of tolerant amusement. “The requisite number of candles would have 
created a fire hazard," he sald dryly. "Surely the significance of the locks will not escape even 
your less-than-agile brains Count theme" He walted almost patiently untt! Itght dawned. “What 
Is more appropriate for a lock-pIck than locks to pick?" he continued when Vila looked up. "Then, 
of course, we have the wine" -- a gesture at the laden table -- "and the womene You wi!! have to 
ask them about songe Now, go unwrap your presents." 


The thief shook his head tn disbellef. "! must be dreaminge.." 

"Noe Good thieves are hard to finde I+ pays to keep them happy- Enjoy thIs while you cane | 
will not be longs And if you ever tell! anyone about this, | wil! emphatically deny all knowledge, 
and will undoubtedly toss you out the nearest airlock. Happy birthday." He quietly backed out of 
the room as the fur-clad beauties surrounded an astonished Vila and proceeded to serenade him with 


an ancient Earth tune approprtate to the occaston. 
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Avon returned several hours later, with a stately, dignified woman on his arme She was as beauti- 
ful as any of the girls In the room, despite her advanced age. 


Vila lay draped across a lounge, a nearly empty bottle clutched In one hand, a dishevel led woman 
In the other. "C'mon In, Avone This Is Rose, 'n Lily, 'n Violet, 'n Hyacinth, "nes." The words 
slurred together happily as he tried to Introduce his harem. "They're all named after Old Earth 
flowers," he explained as Avon looked on askance. "Wanna drink?" He proffered his bottle. 


The other man shook his head Indulgently. “No, Vilas | have concluded my business. Say goodbye 
now; It's time to return to the ship. Cally will be worrfed about youe" 


"Cally? | wonder how she'd look In red fur?" He eyed a discarded plece of outfit longingly. 


"Red Is not her colour," Avon replied, one dark eyebrow edging cellIng-ward. “Why don't you take 
her a bottle of wine Instead?" 


He brightened Immediately. "Good Idea!" Lurching to his feet, he wobbled over to the table, 
supported on elther side by an equally unsteady Rose and Hyacinth. 


“Just don't tell her where you got..." 
Avon never finished his warning. The door crashed In behInd him. 


"This ts arafd!" Etght of Falrhope's finest burst Into the room, amidst a chorus of screams. 


* 85 # 





* 86 * 


Avon shot a murderous glare at the lady beside him, who Just shrugged and whispered, "I forgot to 
turn the perimeter security back on-e" They both dove for the door. 


Realizing this had nothing whatsoever to do with Blake or the LIBERATOR, Avon restrained himself 
from shooting everyone In sight. However, Vila's logic circults, which operated only sluggishly 
at the best of times, were completely pickled. Pulling his gun, the thief managed to tnJjure two 
of the local constabulary before the computer tech could tackle him and confiscate the weapon tn 
the Interest of sel f-preservation. 


He dragged the thlef toward a heavy drape, behind which he had seen his female companion diIs- 
appear. There, he found a door and a set of narrow stairse Quickly, he heaved a staggering and 
totally bewllidered Vila up. 


Reaching the top seemed to take forever, but at last they arrivede Avon motioned his companion to 
silence while he !istened carefully for signs of pursult, and more Importantly, to see If there 
was anyone on the other side of the door. Hearing nothing untoward, he cautiously trited the knob. 
It turned easily under hIs hand. 


They were outsidee The darkness beyond the door was daunting, as were the bushes, which could 
afford cover to pursuers as well as pursued. Still, It was better than sitting tn a stairwell 
with an Inebriated thief, who was starting to warble off-key ballads about life In the Delta Domes 
despite Avon's best efforts to keep him quiet. 


Cautioning Vila once again to silence, he crept through the door -- and right Into the wafting 
arms of two burly police officers. 


“| thought they might come this way," the larger man, a redhead, rumbled as he set about the 
efficient removal of guns, teleport bracelets, and the contents of thelr respective pockets. "So 
many try to escapee We even deliberately let a few go, but your friend here shot Malon, and we 
just can't let him get away with that, now, can we?" He cuffed them to a nearby tree. 


Avon's struggles and snarls earned him a clout across the facee "Behave yourself. We'll be back 
as soon as we get the girls rounded up." He smiled as thunder rumbled In the distance. "We'd 
leave you [In the patrol car, out of the weather, but after all, you might try and steal I[t." 
Laughing at his own joke, Red made hIs way back through the bushes. 


Vila had fallen into a Ifght doze and was softly snoring at the foot of the tree. Avon nudged him 
with one foot. "Wake up, you fool!" he hissed. 


"Huh? Whaee.?” 

"Hurry and get us out of these, before he comes back." 

“Heee-?" Clearly befuddled, the thlef did his best to comply. Normally, such a simple device 
would merit only a few seconds of attention, but in h!ls present tnebriated condition and without 
any tools, he needed a good ten minutes to get them both free. 

Avon was ready to explode, and half-yanked the other man to his feet. They skittered through the 
raindrops to the still-walting patrol car, where the computer tech tgnored all the niceties of 


theft. He broke a window, tossed Vila onto the back seat, and hot-wired the vehicle In record 
time. When It roared to Ife, he gunned the engine and zoomed off Into the night, his companion 
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hanging on for dear Itfe. 


Half an hour and two road=blocks later, Avon considered thelr situation from a clump of brush 
beyond the town. I+ was none too good. They were miles from the coordinates he had glven Cally, 
without elther teleport bracelets or the computer part they had ostensibly come to steal. Nor did 
they have weaponse Vila was drunk =-- his own fault, of course, but who could have foreseen the 
complication of the local constabulary? All they possessed were the clothes on thelr backs and a 
local ground car, hardly adequate to their needs. 


Under different circumstances, he might have gone quietly with the police, spent the night In 
thelr Jjall, and been released tn the morning, none the worse for wear. Vila's shooting spree 
eliminated that possibility. Gun-play usually caused the locals to search criminal records, and 
the Identities of Kerr Avon and Vila Restal were not exactly unknown, even In this part of the 
galaxys Frustrated, he glared at his oblivious companion, who was gleefully mumbI Ing something 
about red fur locks. 


"Vila! Vila, pay attention!" 


"Whaeee? Oh, Avon, thanks for my present. Best party | ever hade" He paused In sudden drunken 
self-pity. “Only party | ever had." A tear rolled down his cheek, and he snifttled. "Nobody ever 
gave me a party, only my friend Avon..." 


Avon rolled his eyes, beginning to regret hIs rash desire to make the thief happy. "Vila, we have 
a problem. Our teleport bracelets are gone, and under the circumstances, | do not think sneaking 
Into police headquarters would be wise." He eyed the thief appralsIngly. 


"Why not call Blake...?" 
"Vila, | just sald our brace..." 


"Call Blake on the radioe" He potnted to the police scanning equipment and smiled vacuous ly, 
giggling. “Paging Roj Blake, rebel leader and all-around good guy..." 


"All-around bleeding heart, you meane That Is the most..." Avon began, staring out at the rain In 
Gespair.e Then he suddenly realized just how Intelligent the Idea was. .semost sensible thing 
you've said all night!" 


Wriggling under the control panel, he set about cannIbalizing the primitive radio, no easy task tn 
the dark-e Vila, faced with the unlovely sight of Avon's boots where his head should be, decided 
it might be a good time to find a handy tree, end managed the feat without Incident, a bit damp 
from the rain, but not much the worse for wear. He got lost only once. Then, to amuse himself 
and keep out of the snarling tech's way, he picked the lock on the vehicle's storage compartment. 


“Hey, Avon! Look what ! found!" 
A head appeared beside the dangling wires Avon was sorting. "I am not Interested Inee." 


"ook!" Clutched tightly to his bosom were two bottles that looked suspiciously I!ke those they 
had abandoned back at the brothel. "Bet they were trying to abs...abse.esteal the evidence." 


“Undoubtedly. At least It shows the people on this misbegotten planet have some taste. Now, 
leave me alonee f am almost finished" 
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"First, have a birthday drink with mee" 
"VT lasee" 
"Just one?" 


He considerede It was chilly, and he did owe the thief a little gratitude. The radio was his 
idea, after all, even If It was an Inadvertent one. "Very well, Vilae One drink." 


The IIttle man brightened IIike a sudden flash of sunlight.» Avon didn't drink with Just anyone. 
He hardly drank at all, as far as anyone aboard LIBERATOR knew. "A toast." Vila tried to be 
serfous, and falled utterly. "To my friend Avon, who throws wonderful parties." 

"| may just throw a certain thief off the ship If he ever tells anyone else about that party." 
The words were serfous, but the tone was not. Raising the bottle to his Ifps, Avon drank just 
enough to keep his friend happy. "Five minutes," he sald as he handed the container back and 
crawled under the console againe "Five minutes, and | should have a working transmitter. After 
that, it's just a matter of time." 

"Time for what?" Vila peered quizzically over the front seat at Avon's boots. 

"For the rain to stop, you idfot! Now, be quiet, will you?" 

ignoring the confined space, the thief rose to take exception to the other man's peremptory tone 
-- and whacked his head Into the vehicle's metal roof. With a patned yelp, he sank back Into his 
seat, rubbing the Injured area. 

"What the devil are you doling?" 

"Much you care," the thief muttered In aggrieved self-pity. "You wouldn't care If 1..." 

Avon sighed. "Of course, | care, Vila, but you can be wearing at times. Now, let me see." 

"What about the radio?" 

"I*m donee There's nothing left to do but walt unt!! LIBERATOR picks up the signal." 


“We'll be rescued?" 


"Yes, you fool, we'll be rescued, and you'll Iivee You Just bumped your head a bite Now, where 
did you put that bottie?" 


** HH 


Blake didn't know what to think. When he arrived some two hours later, he found his two lost 
crewmen surrounded by a cache of empty bottles, and warbling a particularly bawdy ballad. He knew 
Avon wasn't a drinking mane Vila, of course, took every opportunity to quench his thirst, but 
AvOneee? 


Something dreadful must have happened... The lump on Vila's head and the purpling brulse across 
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the left side of Avon's face bespoke an encounter with more than the local bartenders, as did the 
missing teleport bracelets and thelr generally dishevelled appearance. 


But Blake couldn't get any sense out of them at alle The thief kept offering him a@inks and 
mumbling about red fur flowers, while Avon recited 6 borIng monologue on vintage wines. At least 


Vila was original. 


"| don't suppose you'd care to explain last night?" LIBERATOR's commander asked when the pair 
appeared on the flight deck late the next morning» 


Cally had healed Avon's brulse, but he looked none *-0 happye "Not particularly," he snarled, 
winciIng at the sound of his own voicee He shot a warning glance at Vila. 


"NothIng happened, Blake, really," the thlef temporlzed hastily» Avon at his most congental could 
be touchy; Avon with a hangover could be downright dangerous. "We got the part, but some of the 
locals plcked last night to take out our supplier. We got caught In the middle, and lost our 
bracelets In the fight." 

"And the red fur?" 

"An alcoholic nightmare," Avon snapped. "If you are quite finished with the Inquisition, | have 
work to do. Vila, | require your assIstancee Come with me." Wheellng, he stalked off the flight 
deck, with Vila In hot pursultT. 

ShakIng his head, Blake turned back to Jenna and Cally. "| will never understand that man." 

Cally smiled. "Which one?" 


"Avone Who else? Vila Isn't so hard to figure out." 


"Are you sure of that?" In her hand, she held a scrap of rec fur. "Funny, I've never seen a rec 
rabbit. Are they native to this planet?" 


As one, Blake, Jenna, and Cally turned to gaze at the corridor down which Avon and Vila had 
disappeared. In the distance, they could hear snatches of 6 particularly bawdy ballad. 
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"The Price of Promises*® 


(By Mary Robertson) 


I've watched you on the flight deck late at night 
When, thinking there ts no one left to see, 

You yleld up to the pressure of your fight, 

For just a time set your emotions free. 


Each night, you probe your ponderous machines. 
Each night, their answer stil! remains the same, 
And all the daring, damning might-have~beens 
Come flooding back with mention of hfs name. 


I’ve watched you on the flight deck day by day, 
Refusing to accept your comrades' care. 

For, once, you let your trust get In the way, 
And now, you would deny that trust Is there. 


A vow once made Is one that you must keep; 

Your honour will allow you nothing less. 

You promised him. The price of trust Is steep; 
The price of promises, ! can but guess. 


I've watched you on the fifght deck, stern and still, 
At war with things you cannot understand. 

He holds you as no other ever will, 

A stalliton broken to the master's hand. 


Determinedly, you occupy your post, 

Fatigue and worry written [n your pose. 

But no one's learned our Captain ts a ghost -- 
No one, that Is, except the one who knows. 
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"Tangled In Holly* 


(By Linda Ruth Pfonner) 


The oak wasn't the oldest In the forest, but It was no sapling, elther. The squirrel who had made 
it his home for the past two summers had no way of guessing the tree's age, nor would he have 
understood the number, for his perception of numbers was IImitede To him, the aged oak was his 
universe -- home and larder, hunting ground and refuge. The hollow branch on the southeast side 
provided a cozy nest. The tree's buds and new twigs fed hIm In spring and summer; Its acorns fed 
him tn fall and winter. The myrlad branches were a playground, and a fleld where the squirrel 
dared his luck against hawks and owls, cats and weasels. 


On this particular late-summer afternoon, however, It was too hot for even the usually Irrepress- 
Ible titmice, who huddled In the shade of the old oak. The squirre! sprawled along a branch, legs 
dangling, chin on the bark, panting In the heat. But he kept some of his attention on the suspIi-~ 
clous form below him. 


The first major fork of the oak sent a huge [Imb almost perpendicularly away from the trunk, about 
three yards above the mossy ground. On It lay the supine figure of a young man. 


Dressed In soft leathers and coarse homespun In dark forest colours, the lean body lay on Its 
back, one knee flexed, long dark hair tn disarray, right arm hanging IImply off the edge of the 
limb- The man's eyes, framed by long, dark lashes, were closede His left hand lay across his 
flat stomach, and If he was breathing, the squirrel couldn't see It. 


The I!ttle rodent knew the man well; he was a familifar InhebItant of the forest. But the animal 
kept a watchful eye on the longbow lyIng on the branch beside the still human figure, and on the 
quiver of hunting arrows beside It. The bow and arrows constituted a threat. It might not matter 
that the man didn't move, or even seem to be alive. 

SHeerrrererernnnnnes..!" 

The young man's eyes snapped open, although he didn't move. The mating cry of the fallow deer, 
months out of season -- the rut wasn't unt!|l November, and It was only July -- was an alarm, a 
warning -- and a cry for help. 


“Herrrrrrrerrernnnnnee.«.!" 


He who had once been RobIn of Loxley got to his feet In one smooth, flowing motion. Who would 
dare use Herne's Call but one of His sons? 


Robin strained his hearing to the utmost, but the Call didn't come again. He leaned agalnst the 
upright trunk, and tried to remember the voice. Who was Ite? 


The voice wasn't famillar -- but who could {tt be, other than one of h!Is own men? 
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It wasn't WITT Scarlet -- Wil! wouldn't call unless he was at Death's very door, and perhaps not 
even then. And It hadn't sounded IItke Little John. Nasir still held to his own faith; while he 
might call for help If he were In dire need, he wasn't IIkely to use the Call of the Stag. 


It definitely was not Muche Robin knew a great rellef at that realization, then a flicker of 
guilt. He was the Black Man, the Son of the Woods. He should show no favour!itism. But he was 
human, too, and Much's quick smile and puppy-Itke eagerness to please endeared him to the entire 
band. Besides, he was RobIn's foster-brother... 


The voice had unquestionably been male, so It wasn't Marion's. That was reassuring. It wasn't 
Impossible for his dear Lady to get herself Into serlous trouble, but not this time... 


He made no conscious decision.e He simply dropped down out of the tree, landing IIghtly on the 
moss~covered ground. He set off at a steady, ground-eating, wolf-IIke trot. 


He went nearly a full league, and found no trace of anything suspicious. The wildiffe seemed 
somewhat unsettled, and he saw no deer, but that was to be expected; the Cry of the Stag disturbed 
every living thing tn the forest, but espectally the deer. 


"Herrrrrrerererrnnnnneee.!" 


Robin stralghtened, facing the source of the sound, stralning to Identify the volce. It was male, 
and very close, perhaps Just over the next rise... 


He pushed back hts hood and clambered nimbly up the slanted trunk of a fallen elder, hoping to 
overlook the sight before he went In. A flash of blue drew his eyes, and he turned slightly, 
frowning with concentration as he tried to Identify I+. 


Something struck him brutally hard In the right thigh. His leg buckled, and he grabbed wildly for 
support. Twigs and leaves slipped through h!Is fingers, and he fell. 


He landed heavily on his right shoulder and rolled down a short slope, coming to a halt sprawled 
at the bottom of a little gully. He lay very still, trying to catch his breath, while a flame of 
agony grew In his lege His hand, fumbling for the source of the pafn, came upon a hard wooden 
shaft. One glance at his leg confirmed It -- a crossbow quarrel was buried more than half Its 
length In his thigh. 


Robin's head sagged back exhaustedly, and he closed hls eyes. His entire body felt drained of 
strength; the act of regaining his feet was utterly beyond comprehenstion. 


“| got ‘Im, m*iord | did! A youth dressed In leathers! Knocked ‘Im right off the branch!" 

Robin frozee There was a thrashing In the undergrowth nearby -- the man who had spoken, and 
several of hIs companions, no doubt, and they were coming closer. They had to be the Sheriff's 
mene Who else would be out here, using crossbows, hunting men...? 

“Where did he fall?" a new volce demanded Impertously. "| saw nothing. If you're lying to mee..." 
“Damn you, Gisburne..." Robin whispered the curse under his breath. The volce was unmistakably 


that of Sir Guy of Gisburne -- and RobIn couldn't tmagtne anyone he wanted In the vicinity less 
than Sir Guy of Gisburne. 
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"I'm not lying, m'flord! He should've fallen right under there..." 


Struck by sudden panic, Robin dragged himself to a sitting position, and desperately looked around 
for his bow. It lay where he had first struck the ground -- and It was smashed beyond repair. He 
must have landed on It. That left him with no weapon but his dagger. 


Unable to fight, his only recourse was filght; he had to hide some place where the men-at-arms 
couldn't find him. The odds, he knew, were against Gisburne delgning to get off his horse, but, 
by the same token, the knight seldom travelled with fewer than a dozen men-at-arms. 


Hts leg wouldn't support his welght. He knew It, and made no attempt to stand. Instead, he 
crawled, labortously, dragging himself with his arms, pushing with hfs uninjured lege He wormed 
his way deeper Into the undergrowth, hoping he wasn't leaving too much of a trall. The shaft of 
the bolt kept snagging on the shrubbery, Jarring the polnt deeper Into his leg. 


His viston blurred by tears of paln, Robin collapsed In a tiny hollow under a deadfall, sure he 
couldn't be seen by anyone who didn't take the exact route he'd used. He was unaware that the 
tree thus sheltering him was another elder -- that most unlucky of trees. 


eH 


"He must have heard the Call, WIII. And he could no more Ignore It than we can," Little John sald 
patiently. Will Scarlet was a perverse man, who nearly always played the réle of Devil's Advocate 
In anything the band did.- John was more accustomed to IIstenIng while others argued with WII1 -- 
but Nasir seldom spoke, and the three of them were alonee Even now, Nasir stood apart, listening 
for the Call to come again. 


“And what [f [t's a trap?" WIIl grumbled. "The Old Ways aren't all that secret -- and they didn't 
always need to be! Gisburne or someone else could have discovered the Call..." 


"Will, Robin got there first. He must have; he was a lot closer than we are. If It's a trap, he 
may be In trouble. We've got to go and see. We can't just leave him alone out there." 


Will didn’t have an Instant response. He glanced at Nasir, who returned his gaze Impassively. 
"Do you have an opinion?" he Inquired sour ly. 


There was a long silence while the Saracen studied the Saxon's expression. Finally, he nodded. 
"Yes." 


Will walted, but Nasir turned away to study the forest again. 


"Would you be so kind as to share your opinion with us, O mystertous one?" he growled sarcastic- 
ally. 


Slowly, Nasir turned to face him. "It Is my bellef," he began, choosing h!is words with extreme 
cere, "that Robin knows, by now, the source of the Call. Whether he has profitted by this know- 
ledge, | cannot know. But we are sworne We cannot abandon him until we know his fate." His 
command of the language was excellent, but he spoke cautiously, as If uncertaln of It. He pre- 
ferred not to sound |Ike an uneducated peasant -- even If the men to whom he spoke were uneducated 
peasants. 


Wilt stghed. Nasir was a foreigner who stIil followed his own odd falth, worshipping a God called 
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Allah through a divinely appolnted spokesman, Mohammed. It sounded too much I!ke the Church to 
Witt, although the Saracen sald It was different. And he also never mentioned any female, which 
was even more baffling. How could any God exist without a Goddess? Even the Christtans knew that 
-- they had the Virgin and the Magdalen. Herne had the Great Mother, Who was Mother to all that 
llved and breathed and grew -- Including the Hornéd One Himself. 


But that wasn't Important, not now. 


The Important thing was that Nasir was right. Robin was their Man tn Black, the Son of Herne In 
Sherwood. They were sworn to him. They had to answer the Call of the Stag, and they had to 
discover If Herne's Son really was tn trouble. 


"You're right." he conceded, sigh!ng agatne “And there must be some reason why all three of us 
think Robin's In trouble." 


“C'mon, then!" The matter decided, Little John was Instantly Impatient for them to be on their 
way- He didn't wait for any response, but turned and set off at once. 


Smiling ruefully, WII] followed. Nasir fell tn behind -- willtng enough, and eager enough, but 
not smiling. There was nothing to smile about. 


+eeteskt 


Robin huddled In his tiny refugee He was cold, and sweating, and his right legging was soaked 
with blood. Nothing he did seemed to slow the blood flowing from the wound. He lay on the rotted 
leaves, panting, his eyes closed, and !Istened to the men-at-arms stumbI!ng around In the under- 
growth nearby. There was nothing else he could doe He hated acting the part of the wounded doe 
to Gisburne's wolf pack, but he had no alternative. He had no weapon but a dagger, and his 
strength was flowing out of him In a thick, red stream, soaking the earth beneath him. 


He told himself he didn't mind dying, so long as he did It In the forest. Please, Herne, he 
prayed silently, just keep Gisburne from finding me alive. The sword -- Alblon! -=- and the silver 
arrow are safely hidden. Just keep Gisburne away from me while I'm still breathing... He felt 
his mind fogging, and let himself relax. It won't be long, now... 


* eee & 


Sir Guy of Gisburne tightened his grip on the reins, and hIs sorrel gelding tensed, striving for a 
secure footing In the slippery mud, but too constricted by hIs rider's tight hold on his head to 
be at all certain of hls balance. Inevitably, the horse lost his footing, and slid on his 
haunches down a small embankment. 


Angry, Glisburne jerked the poor, confused beast's head up. Obediently, the sorrel got all four 
legs under him and made a vallant effort to regain the path. He made It, but not without effec- 
tively destroying that portion of the track. 


"No one's found the wolf's~head yet?" Gisburne demanded of his mene "If he's wounded, he can't 
have gone far..." 


“Herne protects His own," someone muttered -- just loudly enough for the annoyed young Norman to 
hear. 
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"No horned devil can keep anything from honest Christians!" he snapped. He yanked the gelding 
around roughly. "He's got to be here, and we're not gofng back without hime Now, find him!" 


Dickon, the sergeant of the squad, sighed heavily. Young Willy had, Indeed, knocked someone out 
of the elder -- and Dickon was very much afrald he knew who It wase He couldn't admit to the 
Norman lord that he himself was a follower of the Horn6d Hunter; Gisburne would have him flayed as 
a traitor. But how could he betray Herne's Son to the Norman? 


Dickon wrung his hands In despair. WIIly was a good shot with a crossbow; chances were very good 
that the Hooded Man was dead. But what If he's not? If he's alive, he's surely badly hurt... 
Which Is worse -- dying alone tn Sherwood, or falling, wounded, Into Norman handsee.? 
er ey nee ee ee MG NGENGS eo 0 


The decision was taken from him. The men-at-arms had quickly limited the quarry's possible hiding 
places.e An elder had fallen In some long-ago storm, and now lay half-burted In a tangle of holly. 
Dead or allve, the man Willy had shot was hiding underneath that deadfall. There was no other 
place for him to be, and If he was there, he had to have been allve -- at least for a time -- just 
to have crawled Into hiding. 


The men-at-arms ripped at the undergrowth, trying to uncover their quarry, anxious as young hounds 
at thelr first fox earth. All they accomplished was the destruction of the stand of holly and the 
tearing up of thelr hands. 


"Hold!" Dickon called sharply. The men froze. "You men stand around the edges," he directed them 
firmly. "I'll go Ine If he flushes, he's yours." 


The men formed a ragged circle around the thicket. DIckon took a deep breath and dropped to his 
hands and knees In the soft earth. I+ took a few moments, but he soon found the opening he knew 
had to be there, and he crawled Into the deadfal |. 


Very little lIght filtered through the tangle of weeds and vines and evergreen holly, but there 
was a smear of blood on a leaf where he put his hande Dickon knew he had found the track. 


A dim shape was berely visible ahead of him, and he squInted, trying to focus on It In the shad- 
owse It didn't look IIke a human figure at alls; It looked more Iike a wolf sprawled out on the 
leafy mold. Eyes glowed green tn the shadows, and he saw a flash of teeth, and heard a wolflIsh 
snarl. 


But as his eyes adjusted to the dimness, the shape resolved Itself Into the form of a dark-haired 
young man dressed In leathers, with a hood up over his head, and a dagger In hfs hand. The 
youth's eyes were shadowed, but the snarl was very real. 


Dickon caught his breath In dismay. "The Hooded Man!" he whispered, recognizing Robin from the 
ceremonies he had attended deep In Sherwood. He swallowed hard. Should | kfl! him here and now, 
or bring him out to be Gisburne's prisoner? Which fs worsese.? 

a cine tt a ee a ch tt ahh an lhcb 

Could he kill Robin f* th Hood? 

Robin heard the soldler coming, and retreated as far as he could. Wounded he was, and weakened 
near death, but he was Herne's Son, and he would not tamely submit to belng slaughtered by the 


Normanse 


Dickon noticed the odd way the Hooded Man was lyIng, and reallzed he was, after all, badly hurt. 
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The younger man's leggings were soaked with blood, and those flerce eyes were glazed with palin and 
weaknesse The sergeant leaned toward him, to steady him, and jerked back abruptly as Robin 
slashed at him with his dagger. 


"Take It easy, lad," Dickon sald quietly. "I just want to see your leg..." He moved closer, 
talking softly, as he would to a wounded dog or hawk. The young man's defensive determination 
faded as he moved closer. He twisted the dagger out of Robin's hand, and tucked It Into his own 
belt. 


Robin couldn't focus his eyes, and he found It difficult to think. The soldier's volce was 
soothing, and he had to fight desperately to stay awakee He knew he was surrounded by foes, and 
If he relaxed, he would surely be kII led. 


"Be easy, lade Herne takes care of HIs own." 
Robin blinked, startled. He must be dreaming! His father had been dead for a very long time... 


But then, If he was dying, perhaps Allric of Loxley had Indeed returned to accompany his son 
across the Abysse Such things weren't unheard of... 


He tried to sit up, to get a better look at the man bendIng over him, and jarred the crossbow 
quarrel In his lege This time, the pain swept up Into his head, and exploded behind his eyes. 
The blinding Ifght faded Into darkness, and the world darkened with It. 


Dickon caught him as he collapsed, and cradled the slim body agalnst his own for a moment. 


"Well? Well? Have you found him yet?" Gisburne's petulance sounded even more childish when 
compared to the dark youth's savage courage. 


But the sergeant was as trapped as young Robin, and knew It. “Here, m'lord," he called, unable to 
hide the regret In hIs voice. "I have him. Willy, glve me a hand with the lad -- he's passed 
out." 


The youth In leather was a dead weight In thelr arms, and It took both WIIlly and Mark, a second 
man-at~arms, to drag him clear of the thicket. They lald him on a flat plece of ground nearby 
while Dickon climbed out. GIsburne dismounted and went to stand over the motionless body. 


"So, wolf's-head, you thought your silly forest god would protect you..." He kicked the outlaw's 
body, and nearly lost his balance as his other foot slipped In the mud. He had to grab at a tree 
trunk for support, and several of hls men-at-arms turned away to hide thelr grins. 


"Mt lord, we need to do something about that bolt In his leg, or he won't IIve to be taken back," 
Dickon spoke up quickly. "You sald you wanted him alfve, to be shown to the Sherlff..." 


For a moment, GIisburne wavered, torn between gloating over his victory and anticlpating the 
triumph of presenting a IIiving prisoner to the Sheriff before an admiring crowd In Nottingham. 
"Very well," he sald finallye "Do what you can for hime And bulld a IIitter to carry him back.” 
He swung back Into his saddle and guided the muddy gelding back toward drier ground. 


"Aye, m'lord..."™ 


**ex*xkt t 
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It was some time later when Little John, WII! Scarlet, and NasIr found the site of the ambush. 
"| smel!l blood," John announced, stopping In his tracks. 


Will and Nasir stopped, too. It didn't take long for them to find the tral! RobIn had left as he 
crawled for cover. The message on the ground was plaln to thelr experlenced eyese Little John 
tore the deadfall to pieces [n a burst of frustrated rage, just to be certain Robin wasn't stI!! 
lying within It. Then he stood amidst the wreckage, panting. 


"He was hurt, but they bound up his wound," WII! sald slowly. "See, here's a patch of moss they 
raided for bandaging." 


Nasir Joined them, holding Robin's smashed bow. He didn't speak, but merely handed It to John. 
The big man accepted It sllently, a terrible expression on his faces He had made that bow for 
Robin, and of the entire band, only Little John and Robin himself had been able to string It. It 
had been John's Mid-Summer gift to hIs leader and friend. 


Will swallowed hard, and had to turn away from the naked grief on John's face. "They carried him 
away on a litter," he said quietly. 


John shuddered, and his grip on the smashed bow tightened. "He's bad, then," he stated, hls tone 
tlat. 


"Aye, likely he Is," Will had to admit, although the thought of RobIn, wounded and alone, tn 
Norman hands, chilled his very soul. “If he wasn't, they'd never have caught him. You know 


that." 


John climbed out of the deadfall and collapsed on the ground beside It. "Who caught him? The 
Sheriff's away, and the Abbot only hunts swans." 


"Guy of Gisburne." 


John glared at Nasir. “That young Norman ass couldn't find his balls with a torch to light the 
way!" he growled. 


In response, the Saracen held out his hand. Vivid against the black leather glove was a twist of 
mud-statned hair torn from a horse's tall. It was pale gold In colour. 


“Gisburne bought a new horse at the July fair," WII! sald with a nod. "A big, flashy blond sorrel 
with no more sense than an addled hen." 


John took the twist of hair and studied It for a long moment. Then hIs shoulders slumped. "I+ 
must be..." 


WITT swallowed hard. He hadn't seen LIittie John so heartstck since the battle at SImon de 
Belleme's castle, where so many friends, old and new, had dlede He found It rather unnerved him 
to see the IndomIitable John so crushed. "At least we know where to go look for himeee" he offered 
softly, trytng to hearten his friend. 


For a long moment, John didn't move, and WII! glanced worrtedly at Nasir. Then the bIg man stood 
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upe He didn't speak to elther of hIs compantons, but drew himself up to his full helght, raised 
hts face to the overcast sky, and screamed. 


“"Herrrrererrerenannnnee..!" 
A league away, a sorrel gelding shied and tried to buck as the Call echoed through the forest. 


The dozen men-at-arms who followed, taking turns carrying a litter with tts dying burden, bunched 
a little closer together, and a few cast nervous glances at the darkening forest. 


eee 


Marton of Leaford leaned against a tree trunk, her eyes closed, trying very hard not to betray the 
terror she felt. Something had happened to Robin; of that, she was certain. She had heard the 
Call, and felt his patn and fear as If they were her own. 

But there was no point In lostIng her self-control. Whatever had happened was already done. All| 
she and the rest of the band could do was walt. They couldn't plan until they knew what had 
actually happened, and they couldn't know that unt!l Robtn came back. 

Much was tending the fire. He came out of the forest with an armload of wood, and dropped It Into 
the pile he had already amassed. He settled down to feed the flames, leaning agalnst the same 
tree that sheltered Marion. Wrapped tn her thoughts, she didn't see the three scouts return. 

But Much did. “Little John!" he called, standing up and grinning tn delight. 


John didn't reply, or even look at his young friend. He walked toward Marion, his shoulders 
slumped, his face a mask of hard-held grtef. 


She looked up at him, and her face went deathly pale. She didn't even see WIII Scarlet or Nasir 
standing at the edge of the clearing. Much's grin faded, and the other members of the band fell 
silent, waiting, dreading the news. 


The big man stopped a stride in front of Marion, who stared up Into his face. "John?" she whis- 
pered, her throat dry as chalk. 


He dropped to his knees before her, and couldn't meet her eyes. He had to swallow several times 
before he could force hIs voice to function. "Robin..." 


Her heart froze In her breast. 
“He..ehe's taken, Martone..." 


For a long, long moment, there was no sound In the outlaw camp. Then Friar Tuck sighed noIstly 
and crossed himself. 


"Praises be! He I!ves, then? The Call we heard was not a death knel12" 
Everyone relaxed just a IIttle, and Marton started to breathe again. 


"No, he Iivese" WII! stepped forward Into the clearing. HIs step was heavy, his eyes hard. "But 
he's hurt, and Guy of Gisburne had him carried by I!tter to Nottingham." 
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"Gisburne?" Marton whispered. "Gisburne has him? How?" 


John and WII| told her thelr guesses about what had taken place, and John showed her the remnants 
of Robin's smashed bow. 


"So," WIII concluded, “he's hurt, and badly, but he's probably still allve. And the Normans have 
him." 


That horror was enough to silence them all, and It was several minutes before Much savagely threw 
a chunk of firewood at a tree. The faggot shattered, and they all jumped. 


“Mucheee!" Marion was shocked at hIs unaccustomed violence. 


"| wish we had an army of our own," he growled, carefully not lookIng at her. "I wish we could 
sack Nottingham, and be rid of the Shertff forever!" 


No. " 


For a moment, they were all startled; Nasir seldom participated In thelr debates. Then John, 
frowning, spoke up. 


"Why not? If It weren't for the Sheriff, we wouldn't be outlaws." 


"Your king would send another, with a bigger army," the Saracen potnted out quietly. “All that 
would be accomplished would be the destruction of Sherwood, and the needless deaths of many men." 
He turned his lambent gaze on Much, who quailed. "And do not speak so IIghtly of sacking a town. 
It Is an ugly bustness, and no honest man enjoys It." 


Properly chastened, Much nodded. As soon as Nasir looked away, he took refuge close besIde 
Marion. 


Tuck nodded approvingly. "You are wise, Indeed, Nasir. Who would have suspected It?" 


The Saracen recognized the railtlery In the friar's tone, and so took no offence. He looked over 
his leather-clad shoulder at Tuck for a moment, then went to the fire and pushed some loose sol 
over It with his boot, putting out the flames. He pitched away the larger pleces of wood, then 
finally covered the scorched earth with fresh green sod saved from when they dug the firepit. One 
good rain, and there would be no sign of thelr campsite. 


"C'mone" WIIl swung his arm "Let's go." 


The rest of the band fell In behtInd him. 


tktektt & 


[At this potnt, "Tangled In Holly" was left to be concluded, by both the original 
author and the writer of the best possible alternate ending. We offer both conclu- 
slons now: "Tangled In Holly," Part Il, by Linda Ruth Pfonner, and "Double Hel!x," 
by L.Ae Carr. Our sincere congratulations to the winner of our contest -- and to 
the ultimate winners -- those of you who read what fol lows!] 
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"Tangled In Holly" 


Part || 


Dickon and his wife Maude were frightened. As soon as the patrol reached Nottingham, the castle 
chirurgeon whisked thelr wounded prisoner away to hls own room. Maude had a II fetIme's training 
as a village healer -- and a low optniton of the man's skill. From Dickon's description of Robin's 
wound, she was worrted. 


"You know that butcher," she fretted. “He wil! pray, and bleed him when the wound swells, and pay 
no attention to his thirst. He'll use no poultices, and If he uses any herbs, he'll ltkely use 
them wrongly!" 


"There's naught we can do," Dickon pointed out gently. "He's not IIkely to let a village heal tng- 
woman -- especially a Saxon! <== anywhere near Robin." 


*eteet & 


The huge stag stood before him, one forefoot scraping restlessly at the turf. The magnificent 
antlered head was held high and proud, and the stag's eyes bored Into his owns Robin stood 
motionless, entranced by the sheer anlImal beauty of the ten-yeer-old stage Held by Its unre- 
lenting stare, he shivered, chilled to his very soul. This was more than Just an animal, he was 
suree He waited, his hands at his sides, his back stralght, his head up, and met the stag's 
impassive attention as calmly as he could, all the while wondering what It meant. 


The Image shImmered IIke a summer mirage, then, as Robtn held h!s breath In anticipation, changed 
Into the tall, Imposing flgure of Herne's avatar, the Man from the Cave. The Man stared at him, 
his expression unreadable, his eyes hard and cold. He did not speak. 


Robin fought his way back to consclousness, expecting to see elther the Cave, the wood, or the 
Summerland and Herne's Own Face. Instead, he blinked hIs eyes open to find himself lytng on a 
pallet of clean straw; there were stone walls around him, and smoke-stalned thatch over h!s head. 


He felt terrible, dizzy and stck, with a pounding headache that warred with the throbbing In his 
leg, and a terrible thirst surmounting all. He tried to speak, but hls desiccated mouth and 
throat could not form words. When he tried to sit up, everything went black. 


%* He HE 


When he had given orders for his prisoner's care, Sir Guy of Gisburne went to hIs own quarters. 
He hardly noticed the pages and body squires as they scurried around, helping him out of his muddy 
boots and rusting matl, gerbing him In a long, soft woolen robe. Absently, he ordered wine, then 
went to sit on a window coping from which he could see the road approaching the castle. The 
Sheriff would return soon -- two days; three at the most -- and everything had to be just So. 


He sat there, leaning agalnst the cold stone, uncaring, sIppIng wine from a silver goblet, hardly 
tasting the excellent vintage, planning the Sheriff's reception and the presentation of his 
prisoner. Exact detalls would, of course, depend on the condition of that prisoner. It occurred 
to him then that It would be a most salutary spectacle If he had several other members of the 
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outlaw's band to act as horrified witnesses. And, If by some masterful stroke of luck, | might 
manage to capture the Lady Marion... 


He shivered with delight. The Sheriff would be stunned speechlesse Oh, to be able to present the 
palreee!} 


"Rory!" he called. 

“Aye, sir!" The page came running, and halted, panting, before him. 
"Get Matthew and Cully In here." 

"Yes, sir!" 


The two sergeants appeared with reasonable dispatch, but by the time they arrived, Glsburne was so 
preoccupied with his triumphal plans that he had almost forgotten why he'd summoned them. 


"You sent for us, sir?" 


He blinked, then nodded, recollecting himself. "Yes. No doubt you've heard that | captured the 
wolf*s-head, Robin Hood, this afternoon?" 


The two men glanced at one another and nodded wartly. “Aye, sir," Matthew answered. "The whole 
town knows It." 


"This leaves his band of outlaws without a leader," the knight went on, obl!vfous to the st!ffness 
In his listeners. "I! want you each to take a company Into Sherwood. Find the outlaws, capture as 


many as you can, and kill the rest. Be as quick as you can about It; | want all the prisoners 
here when the Sheriff returns." 


"Aye, sire" Cully nodded glumly. The orders were plain enough; there was no point tn arguing 
that the outlaws were probably scattered over half of Sherwood by now. 


The men turned to leave, but Gisburne stopped them. "One thing more. If the Lady Marton ts among 
them, she {s not to be harmed. By all means, capture her, but do not risk her coming to any 
harm!" 

“Aye, sir," Cully acknowledged. 

"That's all. Be about It, then." 


"Aye, sir." The two men saluted and left, heading back toward their own quarters. 


"{ wonder If he knows how foolish we're golng to look," Cully complained. "Those outlaws are IIke 
ghosts In the woods. We're never even golng to see one!" 


"That's all right with me. I! surely don't fancy meeting thelr Lady. That one's a she-wolf, by 
all accounts, and a man could get killed, hampered by these orders not to hurt her." 


"The Sheriff and the Abbot have never forgiven her for preferring the forest to the convent," 
Cully pointed out. "And Sir Guy's never forgiven her for preferring Robin to Christ." 
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"Falr chotce, that! Who'd want to marry Christ? D'you think Gisburne wanted her for himself?" 


"Maybee" He shrugged. “But he knew as well as she did that the Sheriff and the Abbot wanted her 
lands, and they weren't about to let her marry." 


"So, now, we get to spend a week o- more In the woods, chasing outlaws we'll Iikely never see," 
Matthew concluded gloomi ly. 


"it could be worse. This way, at least we don't have to watch the execution." 


* & eH 


After Compline, GIisburne sought out the chirurgeon, one Master Giscard.e He found the man In the 
corridor outside his rooms, disputing loudly with a Saxon peasant woman while a guardsman stood 
by, watching silently. 


"You're a butcher!" the woman spat as the young knight approached. 
"Goodwife, please..." the chirurgeon protested In tones of weary patience. 
“What's golng on here?" 


Giscard sighed. "This woman Insists on treating the prisoner, sir. She clafms her village 
potions wil! heal him better and faster than anything | can do." His opinion of this was manifest 
tn the tone of his voice. 


Gisburne Instantly sided with the Norman against the Saxon. "It Is good of you to offer, but 
Master Giscard Is professlonally tratned...* 


"In what?" she Interrupted, her voice fairly crackling with anger. "In butchery? In priest's 
work? Bah! He does not even know the uses of comfrey! If you want thls man to Iive until 
morning, you must let me tn!" 


"No," Gisburne sald flatly- “Master Gliscard Is In charge. There will be no village superstitions 
heree Guard, take her out of here!" Assuming the man would obey, he turned toward the chlirur- 
geon, who bowed him Into the room. 


Dickon stood beside his infurlated wife, but made no attempt to touch her. The flame of her fury 
was banked slightly when they reallzed both Normans had forgotten thelr presence, and had left the 
door to the sick-room ajar. They kept qulet, and IIstened. 


Gisburne studied the [Imp flgure on the pallet and felt himself grow cold. He and Loxley were of 
an age; he had a few months on the outlaw, but not many. Yet there the man lay ~~ strong, mag- 
netic, a leader of mene The outlaw was a man to whom the peasantry of an entire county -- and 
beyond -- looked for deliverance from a stilimhated occupying army -- even though the Normans had 
been In England for a century and more. 


“The wound Js deep and Inflamed," the chirurgeon chattered, but the knight pald scant attention. 
All he could see was that, even wounded and near death, Robin of Loxley was stl!! a magnetic, 
powerful personality. His fists clenched In Impotent fury. How could God be so cruel, to make 


Loxley -- an outlaw and a pagan! -- the man I've always dreamed of belnge.e? 
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",eelf so, then I'Il have to amputate..." 
He came aware with a start. "Amputate?" he repeated, stupefled. 
“If | cannot break his fever, yes, | will have to amputate the leg." 


Gisburne swallowed hard. He was, after all, a soldter, and had all a soldier's horrar and fear of 
surgery -- and especially of amputation. 


"Certainty, It Is to be devoutly hoped that such measures will not be necessary, but | am pre- 
pared, should the need arise." GIscard nodded meaningfully toward a table besIde the bed. 


The knight looked, and flinched. On the table lay an assortment of Instruments that seemed to 
belong more to a torture chamber than to a sick-room <= pincers and forceps, probes and scalpels, 
and even a saw. He shuddered, and turned blindly away. 


"My lord?" 
"Do what you must," he sald thickly. “As long as he Ifves to be hanged!" 


Gisburne plunged out Into the corridor, his mind a-rol! with the Image of a maimed RobIn Hood 
haunting his sleep for the rest of his days. He never noticed the peasant woman and the guardsman 
standing by the door. 


Dickon was shaking with fury. “The damned butcher!" he hissed. "He just likes cutting up Itving 
mene If | did It, I'd be a murderer, but just because he claims to be a doctor, he gets away with 
it." 


"Well, he won't, not this time," Maude sald firmly. 


* & HH 


A rider on a lathered horse, wearing the Sheriff's livery, thundered Into Nottingham Castle. He 
let the grooms take his almost-rulned horse, but kept the saddle-bags; one of them contatned a 
very Important message. 


"Do ye know where | can find Sir Guy of Gisburne?" he asked the hostler who came to take charge of 
his mount. 


The man shrugged, his attention more than three-quarters claimed by the swaylng, gasping horse. 
The poor beast had been cruelly over-ridden, and needed care; the hostler seldom bothered with 
anything beyond his own area of speclallzattion. 

“Come, now, sirrah!" The messenger was upset. "Surely, someone must know where he Is!" 

The hostler rubbed the horse's near foreleg, and did not look up. "Aye," he grunted laconical ly. 
“There's summat as do. But I'm not of ‘eme Have ye thought of yon hall?" He nodded toward the 


Sheriff's residence wing and the Court. 


The messenger was In too much of a hurry to argue with him. He just ran that way, the saddle-bags 
flung over his shoulder. 
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"Welcome," the hostler grunted. The horse flicked an ear at him, and he decided the poor, mis- 
treated beast just might recover, after all. 


*%&&e He 


When the outlaw band arrived at Nottingham, the sun was already down. They stopped In a small 
clearing under a whitethorn that spread Its branches welcomiIngly for them. 


Little John used a short, wide-bladed knife to dig a flreptt. First, he cut a square of sod, and 
lifted It out, setting It carefully aside. Then, ustng the knife and hls hands, he dug the hole 
about a handspan deepe Much brought him kIindltng, and with a green stick and a twist of old, 
broken bowstring, the big man started his fire !n a chunk of old, dry oak. He fed It slivers of 
tinder, and swiftly had a merry little blaze golng. WII! went out to find meat. Tuck sat down 
beside the fire to peel onfonse Much busled himself collecting more firewood. 


They all worked together so well that no words or Instructions were needed. 


Marton stood under the whitethorn, leaning against Its trunk, looking out Into the forest as If 
she could see the castle at Nottingham even through the Interventng treese Is Robin alive? Can 
it be possible we're risking our [Ives In hopes of resculng a man already dead? Is what we're 
doing hopeless and suicidal? If we risk our Iives -- and lose them -- to rescue a man already 


dead, will God construe that to be sufcide? What's Herne's optnion on self-destruction? 


Theology was not one of the thIngs they often discussed over dinner. Indeed, some members of the 
band -- most notably WII! and Nasir -- seemed to have a positive distaste for Itt. That very 
simplicity of belief was the major difference between Christ and Herne, she decided. She could 
almost hear Robin's qulet voice, and the slight smile audible In It... 


*The White Christ Is an Idea from Rome, brought here by mIisslonartes from the Roman Church who try 
to change us to fit thelr foreign mold. But Herne Ise He Is of thIis place, as we ave, and In our 
hearts; He Is born there, and lives there, always: You need no priest to tell you when you do 
evil; Herne speaks [tn your heart, and you will know when you do wrong. And Herne will know when 
you truly repent and learn from the mistake. GIving a penny to a priest, whispering In the dark, 
eating a bite of bread, and sipping a taste of bad wine have nothing to do with atonement. What 
have you to atone for? You are good and kind, and you harm no one with what you are, or with what 
YOU doeee* 


She hugged herself, chilled, then squared her shoulders and threw her head up. If her own feel- 
Ings were to be trusted, RobIn was only walting for them to come for hime 


Marion turned toward the fire just as Nasir materialized out of the forest. The expression In his 
eyes was grim. 


"What's wrong?" she asked at once, her voice carrying In the evening stIliness. 


"Guardsmen." The Saracen's voice was low and even. “Twenty men, who will cross our trall within 
the hour." 


Much swallowed hard, and turned trusting eyes to Matione She took a deep breath. "Then we must 
split up at once," she sald coolly. “John, you and Nasir go at once to Nottingham. Bring Robin 
cut as quickly and quietly as you cane We will go and lure these guardsmen deeper Into Sherwood 
Than they have ever dreamed of gotng." 
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"But...!" Protest erupted from everyone at once. It was Friar Tuck who out=-bel lowed the others, 
and so spoke first. 


"That cannot be," he sald gently» “Certainly, twenty men on our trall are a threat. But there 
are upwards of a hundred at Nottingham, and two men, helping a third who Is sorely wounded, will 


never escape." 


"Then what do you suggest?" she demanded, keeping her temper only with the greatest effort. "We 
cannot Ignore them!" 


The friar shook his jowled head. "That's truth. But | think you all should sneak Into Notting- 
heme Leave WII! here, and he and | will lead these guardsmen a merry chase." 


"You?" WIIl stopped himself before he became too Insulting. "! am surely the best fn woodcraft, 
saving Robin. But you, Tuck? You can hardly go a mile without wheezing!" 


"Speed, we'll not be needing, not In the woods," he polnted out. "But Marion will need Little 
John's strength and Nasir's two swords, as well as Much's quickness. They may have to flee 


pursult. We'll be foxes, leading the hapless hounds Into hazard and mud." 


There were a few moments of sIlence, as everyone wrestled with the Ideas Finally, Marton nodded. 
"| find | must agree." 


The others nodded, too, Nasir without hesitation, the others more slowly. 


Little John scratched his head. "I don't know," he fretted. “Much as I'd Itke to go to Notting- 
ham, oughtn't | stay In the wood? I don't sneak very well..." 


Friar Tuck shook his head vehemently. "No, lad, noe If Robin's hurt badly, Marton will need you 
to carry him back to use No other of us could do that." 


The big man smiled slowly. "That's the truth." 


"Sure," Will grinned wickedly. "Even If you do stand out ITke a maypole In a meadow, stIl! you're 
strong as an ox -~ and about as smart!" 


John cocked a speculative eye at his friend. "At least | don't always look Itke I'd been sheared 
by a blind man..." 


Will laughed, then turned to the friar. "C'mon, now, we'd best be about It." 


Tuck sighed theatrically, and set asIde the ontons he'd been peeling. "! suppose this means we 
won't be having stew for supper." 


“Munch on the ontons while you walk," WIIl advised. “We need to find those soldiers and set them 
a merry trall to follow." 


“They had just crossed the creek at the three-stone ford," Nasir told him. "They are moving west, 
and grumbling as they walk." 


“Not paying much attention to what they're doing?" Tuck wondered. 


oO 


The Saracen smiled faintly. "They seem convinced they'!1 not see us, and only wish they could go 
home." 


WIIT chortied. "We'll make ‘em wish I+ harder! C'mon, Tuckee.!" 


Friar Tuck got to his feet with much creaking and groaning. "All| right, tyrant," he wheezed, 
brushing hImself off with one hand. In the other, he held two ontonse "Dinner?" 


"No, thanks. You'll! need all your strength." Will turned to Marlon and Little John, and hIs tone 


turned serfous.e "Remember, now, you can't afford to fight. You've got to sneak tn, and sneak 
OUTe oo" 


"No fighting," John agreede “Just a bit of throat-slitting, If we must." 
"But only if you must," Will warned him. "You'll be bearding the Iton In his den, as It ISece" 


"Go on, now," Marion smilede “We'll be careful. Just make sure you are! And Herne protect us 
alir" 


“Herne protect us!" 


%*t#eet * 


The castle was at meat; almost everyone was In the matin Hall, having dinner. Gisburne had not yet 
cecided whether he Ifked presiding over meals, but In the SherIff's absence he was the highest- 
ranking man present, so It devolved upon him. He lounged In his seat, eating only what appealed 
to him, and IIttle enough of that. in the morning, he would have a gallows bullt, and when the 
Sheriff returned, they would hang the outlaw and mount his head on a pike outside the gates. 


The thought rulned what was left of his appetite. He was not much of a knight, but he was enough 
of a man to know that hanging Robin of Loxley, when he'd been taken by treachery, was the coward's 
way out of his battle with the outlaw. If the man had been taken tn falr combat, It would have 
been different. GIsburne's father, now dead fifteen years, must be rolling In hfs grave at these 
scurrilous actions of his only sone Sir Gerard de Gisburne had always been the soul of honour, 
and a proponent of knightly conduct, and had siriven to Impress these values upon his son and 
heir. But Guy, attached to the service of Robert de Ralnault, Sherlff of Nottingham, had seen too 
many short-cuts to fulfillment to be willing to go back to the stralght and narrow way. 


"| was never up to your standards, anyway, father," he muttered as he reached for hIs goblet. 

A disturbance at the fas end of the room drew his attention. A stranger, dressed In riding 
leathers and the Sherlff's colours, strode Into the Hall. He cast around a bit, as If looking for 
someone, and Gisburne sat up strafghter, knowIng he had to be the one sought. 

Sure enough, as soon as the newcomer saw the knight, he came toward him, dodging drunken guardsmen 
and managing to flirt with three different serving wenches without slowIng down or deviating from 
his coursee GIsburne hated the man cordially by the time he reached the high table. 


"A message, Sir Guye From the Sherlff...™ 
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As the Hall filled for dinner, Dickon and Maude -- the latter carrying a satchel filled with 
medicaments -- sneaked back to the chirurgeon's chambers. Because the patient was an outlaw, 
there was a guard on duty, but he was one of Dickon's friends, and saw no reason why Maude should 
not see the prisoner. He let them In without question, and agreed to warn them If anyone 
approached. 


In the chamber, Maude went straight to Robin's stde. He was tossing In a delirium of fever, and 
she knew exactly what to do; she had made her preparations tn advance. From her bag, she pulled a 
stoppered bottle and a small, handleless cup. She poured a measure of camomile tea Into the cup, 
then gently encouraged her patient to drink. Dickon had to help, holding the young man still so 
the warm tea would not splll. 


After Robin had swallowed the tea, Maude tucked a blanket snugly around him, baring only the 
wounded lege He ceased his tossing and lay still, breathing !Ightly and quickly. 


The bandaging Master GIiscard had used was dirty and blood-stained. DIckon's wife shook her head 
and fished another bottle out of her bag, then slowly poured the pale green contents over the 
bandaging, soaking It thoroughly. She waited a minute or two, then slowly unwrapped the cloth. 
The warm colewort tea had soaked It free of the wound, and It came away easIly, without tearing 
the flesh. She discarded the stalned fabric by tossing It Into the farthest corner of the room. 


"Now what?" Dickon ftnquired. The quarrel wound was Inflamed and ugly; with the dried blood gently 
washed away by the colewort, It was bleeding agatn, albelt slowly. 


"At least the blood Is not black," was all she sald. Back to her bag she went, this time coming 
out with a clean IInen cloth and an earthenware pot. Her husband recognized the paste within by 
Its scent; It was her favourite poultice for wounds, made of yarrow and toadflax beaten together. 
"He sweats, Maude," he told her, noticing the beads of moisture on Robin's upper lip and forehead. 
"Good. This wit! help even more." She applied the poultice, holding It firm agatnst the wound 
even though her patient flinched. After a moment, Robin relaxed again, and Dickon thought he 
slept. But a closer look showed they were belIng watched by a palr of tired, puzzled dark eyes. 
Robin recovered consciousness slowly, reluctantly. At first, all he remembered was paln, unbear- 
able heat, and a distressing confusion. Then, newer sensations flitered Ine He reallzed he was 
not alone, and opened his eyes, hoping and expecting to see Marton and the other members of his 
band. Instead, a strange man's face swam a bit, then came Into focus. 


"Dickonee.?" he whispered, startled by the falntness of his voice. 


The man bit his IIp and looked away. The weak smile and the welcome recognition were savage 
wounds to his already-flayed consclence. 


“Aye, lord," he admitted miserably. "Don't you go twistin' about, now: It'll only hurt." 


Robin obeyed, but looked around, still a little dazed, and not quite fully aware. "What? No 
cell?" 


“Gisburne wants to be sure you live to be hanged," the sergeant sald bitterly. “And that can't be 
until the Sheriff comes back..." He fet his voice trall off meaningful ly. 
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The expression on Robin's face showed he understood. "How long?" 


"We don't know. There hasn't been any word," Maude explained. "He was expected yesterday. He 
could come any time." 


The outlaw didn’t react for a long moment. Then he glanced down at his bared leg. The poultice 
was warm and comforting, but the leg resisted belng moved. “How bad Is that?" he Inqulred. 


The woman put her hands on her ample hips and glared at hime "Much as | hate to leave you In the 
care of that butcher of a chirurgeon, | don't think you can walk yet, lord." 


"But | have to, don't 1? I don't propose to walt around for the Sheriff's pleasure." 


"You won't do yourself any good If you stand up, only to fall over!" she sald sharply. “At least, 
wait until the poultice Is done, and I've put a clean bandage on." 


He lay back with a tired smile. "Very well, Maudee I'I! do as you say." 


"You're altogether too bright for a lad your age," she sniffed, hiding her pleasure at hls 
respect. 


ee & eH 


"Bedford?" Gisburne gasped. “Sweet Jesu! And by noon!" 


He had read the message a second time before he would belfeve what It salde He could read -=- one 
could not call oneself a Norman gentleman without at least that much scholarship -- but It was not 
one of his more practiced skills.» A few of the longer words baffled him, but the gist of the 
message was clear -- The Lord High Sheriff of Nottingham would return to his seat by noon the next 
day, accompanied by a guest -- the Duke of Bedford himself! 


Gisburne was shaking by the time he put the parchment downe A royal guest, and less than a day's 
notices. 


De Ralnault obviously planned for him to disgrace himself before the Duke. 


"Well, I*Il be damned If 1! will!" he vowed. He looked up and scanned the crowd [In the Hall, 
looking for the castle seneschal. “Edgar!" 


The young knight never noticed when one of the pages hovering nearby put down hIs ale stoup and 
vanished Into the corridor. 


eH & & 


Four outlaws moved as quietly as grass grows, entering the stables where the Sher!ff's horses were 
kept. it seemed the safest place to be; the rest of the castle bolled Ifke a kicked hornets’ 
nest. People ran everywhere, and most of the guardsmen were gathered In the matin courtyard -- 
with visible reluctance. They had amassed a large quantity of lumber, and were belIng organized 
Into groups to bulld something; sometimes, when someone yelled especltally loudly -- as one ser- 
geant was wont to do -- they could make out his words as he sent men for supplies -- saws, nalls, 
hammers. 
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"Gallows," Little John sald suddenly. "They're bullding a gallows." 

Once sald, It was obviouse What else would they need In such a hurry? 

"Oh, no!" Much choked back a sob. "We can't let them hang RobIn.e..!" 

"Lad, ladeee We're here to make sure they don't." John put a hand on the boy's shoulder and 
pushed him back Into the straw. "Just keep quiet, or we'll have them all In here. And we'll all 
be In Il fne to use yonder." 


Much subsided, but Marion was not as easily calmed. 


"How are we goIng to find him In there?" she whispered. "I know the castle fairly well, but he 
could be anywhere fn It, and we can't Just go wandering about, hoping to find hime..." 


Her question left them all silent for a moment. Then Nasir spoke. "Is there a physician here? A 
surgeon?" 


She blinkede "Of course! Master GIiscard!" 


John smiled grimly. “Surely RobIn's In hls care, thene GlIsburne wouldn't want to risk his dying 
before he can be presented +o the Sherlff In chatns." 


Much's face lit up with a smile. "All we have to do, then, ts find Master GIiscard's rooms? 
Merion, you know where they are, don't you?" 


She was not as cheered. "Yes, | know where they are, If he hasn't moved. But It's a busy place, 
and someone Is sure to see us." 


"How? Everyone's out here," John poltnted out. 
That was something of an exaggeration, and they all knew tt. But nothing could be accomplished by 


hiding in the stable all night.» One by one, Nasir first, they sneaked out of the stables and Into 
the castle through an unguarded postern gate. 


* HH HE 
"Can you bend your knee?" Maude Inquired. 
Robin, very pale and with his lower IIp tight between hIs teeth, did not answer, but simply tried. 
With the help of both his hands, he managed to do as she asked. DIckon put a strong hand on his 


ankle to keep his foot from slipping. 


The woman noddede “Good, good.e Hold still, now." She went back Into her bag, thls time coming 
up with another small pot and a much-folded length of old, threadbare IInen. 


“What's In the pot?" RobIn asked as she began to smear the mixture over the wound. He had to 
force the words out from between clenched teeth; her touch was gentle, but the wound was raw. 


"Goose~grass and adder's tongue, alehoof and comfrey," she replied. "Al! to dry and cool the 
wound, and to bring Its IIps together that it may heal the quicker." 
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*] thought It smelled famitilter." 


The salve applied, she began to wrap the wound In the IInen, taking her time, and not binding It 
tightly, but only firmly, so the rest of the leg did not go numb. RobIn lay back, panting; It did 
not hurt much, but It hurt deeply, and he was still very tired. He was almost asleep when he 
heard new voices pItched high with urgency, and he opened his eyes to look. 


Dickon was at the door, talking to another guardsman and a I!verled page who didn't look above ten 
years olde The boy was nearly In tears, and both Dickon and the guardsman looked grim. Maude 
finished binding up his leg and offered him another cup of the camomile tea. 


He shook hIs head. "No, It'll make me sleepy." He watched Dickon's expression, although he 
couldn't hear the men's words. After a few moments, the sergeant sent the page away, and the 
gua*dsman closed the door. 


“What Is I+?" Maude asked, worried by his sIlence. 


"The lad was serving ale at supper," her husband answered quietly. “A messenger came from the 
Sheriff. He's due back tomorrow, about noon, and he's bringing the Duke of Bedford with him." 


Robin understood the Implications at once. “And with a royal Duke to Impress, he and GlIsburne 
will put on quite a show, won't they?" 


"Aye," Dickon nodded. “And you'll be In the heart of It." 


%* HH & 


SIx miles from Nottingham, Friar Tuck and WII! Scarlet were having the time of their mlisspent 
livese They had lafd a platn traf! up a high bank overlooking a deep pool, then jumped down Into 
the water and dug away at the base of the bank. When the sergeant and four of his men stepped up 
on the bank to figure out where thelr quarry had gone, the bank gave way, dunking the five malled 
soldiers Into six feet of water. No one drowned, but they were muddy and uncomfortable, and their 
armour began to rust. WII! and Tuck escaped safely, sending back peals of mocking laughter when 
they heard the curses that meant thelr trap had been sprung. 


They occaslonally pelted the soldiers with frult. Thelr targets thought It was just to be annoy- 
Ing, and that was certainly part of thelr reason. But a while after the trap at the pool, WII 
finally found what he'd been looking for. 


"Brother Tuck, you'd best run on a bit," he advised as he broke off a forked sapling and braced It 
under the tree branch above hime "You sure can't outrun these soldiers." 


Tuck looked up at the hornets' nest WII! plalnly was bent on acquiring, and swallowed hard. "What 
are you going to do with It?" he asked nervously. 


"That should be obvious, even to you! Imagine belng trapped tn chatn-mal! while hornets buzz 
around youl" 


The friar tucked up his cassock and hurried along the trall. He wanted nothing at all to do with 
hornets If he could manage I{+. 
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Will waited untI! hls companion was out of slight, then climbed the tree. The hornets' nest was 
hanging from a light, filmsy branch that waved with every breeze; he hoped the Insects Inside 
would not be too upset by the motions he had to make to cut It free. Hopefully, the forked stick 
bracing the branch from below would keep the nest from moving enough to anger Its Inhabitants. 


The plan worked like a charm. WII! freed the nest without annoyIng the hornets, walted unt!! the 
soldiers were near enough, then threw It as hard as he could <= right Into thelr midst. 


The reaction from the hornets was predictable. They poured from the violated nest and attacked 
the soldiers, whom they held responsible for the assault on their home. WII! fled, with the 
sounds of screaming soldiers ringing In hls ears. 


ee HE 


Sir Guy of Gisburne paced back and forth In the main Hall. Edgar, the seneschal, was busy some- 
where -- or he had better be! The guardsmen were out In the courtyard, bullding a gallows. The 
cook and his staff were busy preparing a holy-day feast for thelr royal guest. Some drudges were 
cleaning out the guest chambers, and making sure there were no fleas or spiders at other vermin to 
greet the Duke. The sleeping chamber's mattress had been burnt, and a fresh one was betng stuffed 
with green pine boughs and fragrant herbs -~- hops, for peace, and pennyroyal, to keep fleas away. 


All In all, the knight was reasonably sure he had a plan for every eventuality. When the Sheriff 
arrived with the royal Duke, Nottingham Castle would have a royal welcome ready for them. 


Out In the courtyard, the guardsmen laboured mightily, striving to follow the Instructions of two 
different sergeants, as well as a professional carpenter who kept contradicting every order the 
sergeants gavee Finally, when they had to tear down two hours’ work because I+ wobbled danger- 
ously and would not hold a man's welght, the senior sergeant told the carpenter that, If he could 
do better, he was welcome to the Jobe Then he and hIs junior retired. 


It was well after midnight. The guardsmen were tired and short-tempered. And no one would be 


able to sleep all night, for the sounds of hammering and cursing from the courtyard were clearly 
audible, and disturbed everyone In the castle. 


“* t+ HH 
"Come on, try." 
Robin made a face. DIckon had, from somewhere, brought him a crutch, but the Idea of actual ly 
putting any weight on his wounded leg was one he faced with reluctance. {t+ hurt from any movement 


at alle "I don't know If this Is gotng to work." 


"It has to," Maude polnted out as she packed up her kit. “It's thls, or we leave you here, and 
the Sheriff hangs you tomorrow. So try." 


She was right, and he was wasting time, and risking all thelr IIves by procrastinating. Robin 
sighed, took a firm hold on the crutch, and pushed himself to hts feet. 


He wobbled unsteadi!ly, but Dickon lent him some support. After a moment or two to become accus- 
tomed to the Idea, he managed to stand up. 


"There you are!" Maude nodded In approval. "Now, there's no place we can safely hide you here. 
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We have to get you back to Sherwood." 
"{ can't make any speed Itke this," he pointed out, Indicating the crutch. 


"You won't have to," Dickon grinned. "We're golng to borrow some of the Sheriff's horses, and 
we'll be gone before they even realize It.*® 


Robin frowned. "You're coming with me?" 


He shrugged. "We can't very well just put you on a horse and let you go. You're In no condition 
to be left alone." 


"You won't be able to come back, you know," the outlaw sald quietly. “If you vanish with me, the 
Sher lff will know you helped me escape, and he'll! outlaw you, too." 


Maude went to stand beside her husband. "We can learn to Ifve In the woods, | think. But there's 
no need. My cousins who used to IIve in Loxley and fled now |ive tn Codifne We can go there. No 
one from Nottingham will ever find us." 


Robin closed his eyes for a moment. He had been barely sIx years old when Loxley village was 
burned and the people put to the sword. Some of the memories were still vivid enough to wake him 
from sleep- Then he shook himself, nearly losing his balance In the process, and smiled wanly at 
his friends. "As fong as you really understand what you're dolnge.."™ 


"Oh, yes, we understand, Robine We would not be doing It unwillingly or unthinkIngly." 


He grinned. "All right, then, let's go." 


i a a 


With Marton guiding them and Nasir leading, the four outlaws sneaked Into the castle. While 
Marton knew where the chirurgeon's chambers had been and probably still were, she had never been 
free to prowl the castle as a child might, and was unfamilta~ with the back corridors. All she 
could do was keep them heading In the right direction. 


The sounds of hammering were muffled, but they al! knew the gallows was growIng In the courtyard; 
the knowledge spurred them on. 


They had been creeping through the empty stone corridors for a long while before the sounds of 
approaching voices sent them all back Into the shadows, flat against the wall. Nasir stood Just 
at the corner, both swords at the ready. 


The volces came toward them, but so slowly that the tension became unbearable. 


Marion leaned against the wall, her head back and her eyes closed, gritting her teeth agalnst a 
desire to scream. She marvelled at Nasir's total control; he didn't move In the least, and hls 
was a rather awkward position, with his twin swords held before his face. He looked IIke a spIder 
walting for a moth to strike his web -=- and, I!ke the spider, he did not move at all while he 
walted. He did not even seem to breathe. 


The voices they heard were low-pltched, and spoke only occaslonally; {tt was ImpossIble to distin- 
gulsh any words. Marton wondered how much longer she could stand the suspense. Much, hugg!Ing the 
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wall beside her, trembled with his efforts not to cry oute Behind him, Little John pushed his 
shoulders Into the wall and ground hls teeth, tingertng his quarterstaft longingly. 


Then everything happened at once. 

The people talking came ebreast of the side corridor where the outlaws walted. Nasir tensed 
without moving In the slightest. One of the newcomers, a woman, caught a gitmpse of his scimitars 
in the tight of the torch she carried, and gasped as she flinched backward. Nasir moved, quick as 
a cat, and Marion gasped as the blades flashed In the torchlIight, expecting to see the woman's 
head roll on the floor. 

Then a familiar volce snapped out a single word. "Hold!" 


it wasn't loud, but the tone plerced each one of them to the soul. 


Nasir froze for a moment, then deliberately stepped back, lowering h!Is swords, but not sheathing 
them. 


Marton gasped agaIne “RobIines.!" 


Then she was holding him, and John and Much were crowding close, and everyone was talking at once 
~- everyone but Nasir, who moved a few steps away, smiling falntly, and stood watch. 


Robin laughed, and tried hard not to lean on Marion. "I'm all right, really!" 


But it was some time before they all calmed down enough to talk sensibly» Robin Introduced Dickon 
and Maude, and leaned on John while he explained Dickon's plan. 


"That'll work, sure," the big man approved. "But do you know why they decided to start buflding 
their gallows In the middle of the night? I+ seemed passing strange to us." 


Robin, Maude, and Dickon traded knowing looks. It was Maude who answered, explaining what they 


knew of the Sherlff's Imminent arrival, and of his royal guest. Marton and the others understood 
at once. 


"If all that be so, we should be gone from here a good long time before the SherIlff comes," John 
stated. "He'll surely want to see you as soon as Gisburne tells him he's got you." 


That was nothing less than the truth, and they all knew It. 
Robin sighed. "| suppose you're right. We'd best be golngee-" Then he turned to Dickon and 
Maude- "You don't have to run now, you know." The sergeant stopped short, about to pick up his 


wife’s pack. "I'm not alone nowe You can stay tn safety." 


There was a moment of silence. Then Maude looked up at her husband. "We don't have to stay 
long," she pointed out slowly. "But we wouldn't have to leave as penniless vagabonds, e!ther." 


The point was well-taken- They had been about to leave behind everything they owned, for to do 
otherwise would have been to risk discovery and capture. 


The Hooded Man smiled tiredly. “When you're ready to go, make your way up the creek to the white 
poplar grovee Camp there for the night, and one of us will Jolin you, and escort you to Codlin. 
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There's no need for you to go alone." 


The couple glanced at one another. Then the woman nodded, and Dickon smiled. "All right, we'll 
do It that waye And thank you." 


“No, It Is | who must thank you," Robin demurred. "You two saved my II fe, and | won't forget." 


They looked embarrassed, and Marton smiled winningly at them. "We're all very grateful to you 
both," she told them, “but you'd better go back now, before someone notices, and wonders why you 
can't be found." 


"You're right," the sergeant sald with a node "And we must arrange for our friend Jamle to be 
somewhere else when GlIsburne discovers your escapee | don't want him blamed." 


"Too right!" The erstwhile prisoner grinned, then glanced over his shoulder at the way out. 
Dickon laughed softly. “Herne gulde your steps, Robin. And your arrows!" 


“Herne protect you both, as well." He ratsed one hand In a priest's gesture of benediction, then 
turned, leaning on Marton almost as much as on his crutch. The others tralled along behind. 


Robin managed to get as far as the stable door before he collapsed, panting, his head swimming. 
Marion crled out as he sagged against her. Little John leaped to catch him, and RobIn let himself 
fall. 


“RobIn? RobInee.!" 


"'M at rights." He felt strong arms support him, and knew Little John was theree The reassur- 
ance was quite enervating; his friends had him, and they would take care of hime Then he felt an 
arm behind his knees, and braced himself In anticipation of patn. 


Little John rose to his feet with RobIn In hfs arms. The sudden movement, and the pressure on hls 
wound, sent a hot flare of agony though the Injured mane HIs vision blurred, and he thought he 
was going to pass out. DImly, through a fog of patn, he heard voices around him -- Marion, 
worrled and hushed; Little John, firmly reassuring; Much, who sounded very young, and very fright- 
ened. A grim silence led their small party; he knew It had to be Nasir. 


The Saracen helped Little John get Robin astride the sedate black mare they had selected. Marton 
held the horse's head, and Much kept watch; nelther was strong enough to II ft the [tmp welght of 
their half-fainting leader. Once mounted, Robin managed to keep his seat, but that was all. 
Marion spoke softly to the mare, then walked around to her near side to mount. 


Nasir backed away to give her room “Walt for us." 


She threw him a quick smile, then leapt agllely onto the harse's rump and wriggled close to Robin, 
who was already drooping IIke a cut flower In hot water. She reached around him to take the relns 
from Little John, and kept the mare still until the others were all mounted as well -- Nasir on 
Gisburne's sorrel gelding, John on a big chestnut shire, and Much on a small bay pony-e Then she 
put her heels to the mare's sides and urged her out. 


They ducked as they went through the stable door, then kicked thelr horses Into a trot, hoping no 
one from the castle would notice a hear them over the din of bullding In the courtyard. Nasir, 
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easily the best mounted of them all, was the best rider; he lagged behtInd, covering thelr retreat. 
Marion led, heading stralght Into the deep woods, keeping to hard ground as much as she could. 
Tracking them, even tn sunlight, would be ditficult. 


After the smokiness and half-light and hard-held fear tn the castle, the coolness of the night- 
time forest was a magical balm. Even Robin perked up a little, although he did not speak, concen- 
trating Instead on staying In the saddle. Fortunately, the black mare had a smooth, steady trot 
that made It simple for him. He felt secure with Marion's arms around him, and he was not con- 
cerned about thelr escapee He could feel the forest around him Ifke a living thing, a stngle 
glant organism, breathing and alive, happy to have him home. 


+ HERR 


Back In Nottingham Castle, Sir Guy of Glsburne prepared to greet his guests. 





*Alblon" 


(By Mary Robertson) 


[| saw at once It was the final stand, 

The end of all upon that curséd hil! -- 
Rebellton shattered by the Sheriff's hand, 
And Sherwood bent once more beneath his will. 


But Robin would not let me share that end. 

He charged his Lady keep the myth altve, 

Hold fast to mem'ry, trust to hope, and spend 
My grief on those brave friends who yet survive. 


He sald, “One day, you'll! know It's meant to be." 
My very soul screamed out against the Ile! 

I could not grant he'd seen our destiny, 

That I must Ifve, while Robin Hood must dle. 


Despalred, ! took Herne's tribute, and his trust. 
| guard the sword, for RobIn sald | must. 
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"Double Hoel Ix® 
(An Alternate Ending to "Tangled In Holly") 


(By LeAe Carr) 


it was with a great deal of satisfaction that Glisburne watched the shackles latch about hls 
prisoner's wrists and ankles. He would take no chances with th!s capture. He had managed to 
outdo the Sheriff with this capture, and he would preside at the executlon. 


Only one thing disturbed him as he left the dungeon and headed back to the Great Hall. {+t was the 
Call that drew him to where they spotted the wolf's-head -- the Call for that pagan dev!l Herne. 
Re knew the sound, and had ever since he was young. HIs mother had irted to calm hls fears by 
telling him ft might be the blood of some distant ancestor that gave him the abl lity to hear It, 
but he rejected that, and had clung even tighter to the Norman ways and the Church. 


And he had kept It at bay until today. But he couldn't deny he'd heard the Cal! -- more than 
oncee He had simply chosen to use tt to his advantage. 


He had only Just seated himself in Robert de Rafnault's chair on the dals and sent for a cup of 
wine when one of the guards charged Into the Hall. "M'lord! Visitors tn the balley!" the man 
gasped. 


"Visitors?" This was not a time for guests. The Shertff was In London, and he was more In the 
mood to wallow In self-satisfaction than to entertaln. 


"Aye, m'lord. From Chester. They were attacked on Watilng Street." The man gasped for air 
againe "And all but two were killed." 


Gisburne swore. Was this the revenge of Robin Hood's band? Or were other outlaws active In 
Sherwood again? “Who might they be?" 


"| am Alexander, of Earl Ranulf's guard," a new volce spoke from the doorway, and Gisburne looked 
up to see a sandy-halred man, blood spIiitng down one side of his face, IImptng toward the dals. 
Despite his Injuries, he supported a much younger man, whose blond hair was matted with blood; the 
youth walked groggily.- “And we rode escort for our lord's nephew." Alexander glanced at hls 
companion. "Robert, son to David, Earl of Huntingdon." 


The steward leapt to his feet. He knew all too well Nottingham's obligation to Huntingdon, and 
was also aware of the Earl's power. To have a debt owed him from so great a source would glve him 
more of what he so greatly desired -- power, and prestige. And It behooved him to make an al ly of 
the Earl's son. 


"My lord," he greeted as he descended the steps, walking quickly across the floor toward them. "I 
am Sir Guy of Gisburne, steward to Robert de Raltnault, the Sher!ff, and your servant. Welcome to 
Nottingham Castle." 
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The younger man ralsed his head, grey eyes hazed with paine "We appreclate your hospitality, Sir 
Guy," he sald softly in a hesitant voice. "But I fear more may be attacked on the road while we 
attend to pleasantries." 


"Of course!" Gisburne mentally kicked himself for overlooking the obvious. After such an as~ 
sault, the Eari's son would want the criminals caught and executed. "Can you tell me what your 
attackers looked like?" Perhaps this time, he would catch the rest of Robin Hood's band. 


"Outlaws," Alexander answered. "Ten, maybe twelve of theme Rough men, with swords and bows and 
quarterstaffs. They dressed to blend with the forest. All the same, yes?" 


The knight nodded, but knew better. The clothes and weapons were right, but there were too many 
to be the ones he wanted. Still, the Shertff disliked the thought of any outlaws In Sherwood, and 
attacking a nobleman was not to be tolerated. "Edward!" he bellowed, then noticed the wince that 
crossed the young lord's face. Instead of shouting the rest of his orders, he walted untI! the 
soldier was at his side. "Send out a guard... No, send out half the troop," he sald, his mind 
moving quickly; he had an [Impression to make. "Find the outlaws who attacked my lord Chester's 
mene And kill them!" 


"My meneee"™ the youth began. 


“And bury fhe men on Watling Street. You'll! find theme" He didn't have time to foo! with trivial 
detalis, but since they mattered to the young nobleman... 


"!t will go with you, and show you where..." Alexander said, but broke off as his companion lald a 
hand on his arm. 


"No, you are wounded as well..." The grey eyes turned to Gisburne. "Sir Guy, might there be some 
place for my guard to rest, and someone to attend him? | fear his wounds are more serious than he 
thinks." 


"Of course, my lords Edward, send one of your men to attend to the guard. And for the barber to 
tend my lord..." 


He was cut off by a wave of the younger man's hand. "Il need no tending. Perhaps just a place to 
rest..." The soft voice was commanding. 


"Certainly," Gisburne amended. "i will have the turret room readied for youe Edward..." 


* eH He 


Will Scarlet cut a clear path through Sherwood, only two things on his mind -- kIititng Gisburne, 
and rescuing Robin from his clutches. Seems the arrow Marton fired Into his backstde didn't do a 
sultable Job... : 


He heerd the others behind him, but pald them no mind. He would fead the way to Robin, the way to 
Glisburne's death, and those who followed him were welcome. But nothing any of them said would 


deter him from his path. 


Before him, the trall began to cloud, as If a fog rolled tn, and Its appearance In the midst of 
the day slowed his steps. He kept golng, however, until a voice called from the hill ahead and to 
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one sIlde of hime “Will Scarlet!" 


Marton gasped, and John's qulet voice murmured, "Herne." HIs own eyes were on the Belng who stood 
with antlers stretched Into the mist and staff upralsed. 


“Hear Me, WIIl Scarlet," the fog-shrouded figure called to hime “Your path to My son has been 
cleared for you, but | warn you to be cautious. Many dangers still lurk on your way." 


"You heard the Call," he accused the Anclent One, and heard Marton gasp again, shocked at his 
brashness. “Why didn't You help Robin? Why did You let him be taken?" 


The staff slowly lowered to the ground, and for a brief moment, WII! tasted fear. He knew the 
Hornéd God's power. "Matters are far greater than you know them to be, greater than any man knows 
them to bee What was done had to be done. Now, go for RobiIne Now Is his time." 


Before Will could reply, before he could muster the words or the courage, the mist swirled up and 
took Herne from before them, leaving only an empty hill. 


*%*& tt 


Robert sat alone In the room Gisburne had set aside for him, a room generally used by King John 
when the monarch was In Nottingham. The steward was trying hard -- too hard -- to Impress him. 
And the headache he had did not lend Itself to belng Impressed. 


He was concerned about what had happened tn the forest. His step-mother's brother had forced the 
escort upon him for his return home. None of them had seen the bandits approaching, and they had 
paid for thelr lapse with thelr Itves. He'd seen them go down -- Christian first, a sword split- 
ting his skull, then Richard, with an arrow through his chest. Alexander had stayed neerest to 
him, but the dagger run through his leg and then across his face made thelr escape a near thing. 
He'd drawn his own sword, and {ft had tasted blood. At least one of the bandIts would not return 
to the forest. 


But It wasn't the attack that welghed so heavily on his mind. Instead, he remembered the Cal| 
he'd given in those moments of panic, calling to the Hornéd God Who protected the forests and 
those who dwelt therein. It was something his parents had discouraged, his father declaring him a 
throw-back to his twice-great grandmother, the Princess Margaret, last of the pure Saxons In the 
family. 


His father discouraged all his Interests In the Old Ways, and demanded he attend Mass at least 
once daily. But his father's Church left him feeling Incomplete, and he IIstened eagerly to the 
teachings of the guards who still knew the Old Ways, and gained thelr confidence enough to be 
taught the use of the querterstaff -- a talent that had helped to save his life that day. 


David of Huntingdon disapproved of his studies, and had sent him to Chester, where Ranulf employed 
no such mene He was glad he'd been sent for In time for Lammas. 


He had Called for the protection of the Horn&éd One that day on the road through Sherwood Forest, 
and that protection had come. He'd felt the Presence, and not even his father could convince him 
it hadn't happened. But he would tel! few others about the Forest Spirit's answer to his Call; 
very few, even among those at Huntingdon, would understand. 


He lay back agalnst the cushlons. GlIsburne, on the way up the winding stairs, had tnsisted on 
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showtng him some "prize" late-. .-en he had recovered. He questioned what the steward might have 
that could possibly be of iInte--st, but agreed to meet with the man later, when his head stopped 
throbbing. 


He had to be up to the knight's show. And he did need the rest. 


ee 


Robin heard footsteps first, through the haze of pafn that ran through his body and rammed hot 
pokers through his lege He wanted to reach down, to make sure he hadn't Imagined the bolt being 
cut awaye Everything was a blinding blur stnce he'd been pulled from beneath the tree and brought 
back to the castle. And, chalned to the wall, his leg useless, he knew he would not be able to 
escape this time -- at least, not alone. He could only keep his falth tn Herne -- and In his 
friends. 


The footsteps came closer, and with them came voices, one of them hatefully famiifar. "This fs 
quite a prize, | assure you, my lord," Gisburne sald. "The Sheriff has pursued this wolf's-head 
ever since he escaped from the castle, and has had IlIttle success. But now..." Even through his 
pain, Robin could hear the gloating In the steward's voice. 


Two men stopped before him, and the outlaw glared at Gisburne before turning to the younger man 
beside hime Even more finely dressed than the steward, the youth held himself with little of the 
arrogance of the knight. Rather, his face held concern, and his eyes... 


For a moment, Robin ceased to look Into a pair of misty-coloured eyes. He gazed Instead Into a 
still pond, at a reflection of himself. He shook his head, and the face returned to what It truly 
WaSe 

"Not dangerous now, Is he, my lord?" The shackles and his Injured leg kept the prisoner from 
moving fast enough to avold Gisburne's kIck.e The pain that followed sent his world sptnning, and 
deafened him so the next words were as a whisper In his ears. 

"| find all this less than amusing," the young nobleman satd tn a brittle tone that took the fire 
from Robin's head and leg. "Tell me, Sir Guy, Its It necessary to keep him manacled so? One would 
think, wounded as he Is, that there Is little chance of his escape." 


"Quite so, my lord. But his friends may attempt to come for him..." 


"Is your castle not secure enough to hold off bandits? If not, perhaps I should seek shelter 
elsewhere tor the night." 


"Oh, quite secure, my lord." 
“Then perhaps It might be possible for the man's shackles to be loosened. You certainly don't 
want him harmed any more, before you show your prize to the Sheriff." The young man's volce was 


icy. 


"Of course, my lord," Gisburne replied subserviently, and summoned a guard. "Dickon, the manacles 
-- loosen them. A little." 


“Aye, my lord," a volce answered -- a volce Robin knew. 
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"| have Instructed the servants to prepare the finest of meals for you, my lord," the steward 
sald, drawing his guest's attention from the prisoner. "It should be served soon. May | show you 
the stables In the meanwhile? The Sheriff has many flne mounts." 


"! would prefer to check on Alexander..." 


% He HH 


It was ridiculously easy to slip Into the castle amidst all the turmoll. Marion had never seen 
such a fuss, even when the King -- then only Prince John -- came to visit. Men and women hurrled 
about, all as !f on Important errands. 


"Smells like the Abbey when the ArchbIshop was coming," Tuck commented. 
"A feast?" John asked. "What would they be celebrating?" 
"Robin's capture," Will replied quietly. 


"You'd think Gisburne would waft until! the Sheriff sets back," Marion observed. "He was always 
one toeeeshow off." 


"So what do we do now?" John demanded. 


"Herne sald the way was cleared. We just have to be careful." She looked around the balley. "If 
we act as If we belong here and know where we're going, we won't be questioned. But we'd best 
stay out of sight of any guards. Robin's safety depends on It. And ours, too. She started 
across the courtyard, watching for the path Herne had sald would be there. 


*¥ EHH 


The odours In the Hall didn't exactly agree with Robert's stomach, but he didn't want to upset his 
host any more than he already had. GlIsburne wasn't happy about hls reaction to the prisoner In 
the dungeon. But then, he himself wasn't too pleased with the steward's attitude, elther. There 
was no need to abuse anyone that way, especially someone already wounded and In chalns. 


No, he wasn't overly Impressed with the steward and his gloating ways, but his father had care- 
fully taught him the need to act his réle as nobleman and helr. 


“How fares your guardsman, my lord?" Gisburne questioned around a mouthful of lamb. "The barber 
saw to him..." 


"His Injuries were grievous, as | feared. He Is badly lamed from the wound to his leg, and the 
dagger put out one of his eyes. 1! doubt he wil! be able to continue his duties In the future." 
Although, as he had also suspected, his own Injuries were far less sertous than they looked. Most 
of the blood matting hIs hair had been from the sword that split Christian's skull; It had been 
easily washed aways All other remnants of the assault were put aside when he changed Into fresh 
clothing. 


The steward frowned. "I tmagine we could find a place for him here..." he sald hesitantly. 


"That will not be necessary, Sir Guy. My father wil! reward him well, and he will always have a 
place at Huntingdon. We take care of our own." 
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“You have said little of my prize, my lord." 


He had said little -- but had thought much of the young man shackled to the wal deep In the 
dungeone He had heard of Robin In the Hood, heard the stories of the wolf's-head King Richard had 
once Invited to accompany him to Normandy and the Holy Land. Only, the Invitation was beset with 
treachery, and the outlaw and hIs men <== and a woman, too -- had escaped Into Sherwood. 


He remembered looking Into the man's eyes, and looking beyond them, somehow. As he met the gaze 
of the dark-haired prisoner -- something he'd never expected from one of the lower classes -- he 
had seen a frightening reflection, and he clearly remembered the stab of burning pain tn his right 
thigh -- the same place the Hooded Man was InJured. 


Robin Hood and his men were followers of Herne, children of the Forest Spirit. Has that anything 
to do with my Calling for the help of the Hornéd One? Js It the knowledge that his wound right- 
fully belongs to me? For he was sure that, not only could the Forest God hear the Call, but HIs 
followers could as well. The outlaw had been captured very near where he'd been attacked. And 
the arrow that caught the outlaw was rightfully the shaft that should have ended his own II fe. 


"A wounded prize, Sir Guy, Is always less of a thing to be pralsed. A skIn marred by holes, for 
Instance, or pewter that Its scratched." 


GIisburne struggled to curb his temper, and the young nobleman disliked him even mores The man 
wasn't even honest enough to be angry when Insulted! "As you say, my lord," the steward rep! ted 
In a carefully controlled voice. "But It Is still a prize of high worth." 


"And what do you plan to do with this prize of high..." He never finished. The moving shadows In 


the smoky Hall made his st! ll-achIng head pound, and hts viston blurred. He slumped forward tn 
his chair, the room spInning around him. 


"Edward!" he heard the steward call, then felt a hand on his arm for a brief moment. "My lord, 
are you all right?" 


He tried to answer, but his burning throat prevented It. "Edward! Escort my lord to his chambers 
at once, and bring him whatever he wants." 


"My lord..." the man protested. 


"Whatever it Is wit! walt," Gisburne told him as Robert opened his eyese- "There are things that 
come first." 


"Aye, my lord." And the hands that took the young nobleman's arms were gentle, but firm tn their 
support. 


"Call for the barber {ff necessary," the steward called after them. "He should stl1!l be about. 
And have someone feed this swill to the dogs. It may be polsoned." 


eee HR 


Little John breathed a sigh of rellef as they got beyond the Great Hall and deeper Into the 
castle. "Now where?" he whispered to WII! and Marion, who had both been tn parts of the bul!ding 
before. 
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showing him some "prize" late-. .-en he had recovered. He questioned what the steward might have 
that could possibly be of Inte-=st, but agreed to meet with the man later, when his head stopped 
throbbing. 


He had to be up to the knight's show. And he did need the rest. 
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Robin heard footsteps first, through the haze of pain that ran through his body and rammed hot 
pokers through his lege He wanted to reach down, to make sure he hadn't Imagined the bolt being 
cut awaye Everything was a blinding blur stnce he'd been pulled from beneath the tree and brought 
back to the castle. And, chatned to the wall, his leg useless, he knew he would not be able to 
escape this time -- at least, not alone. He could only keep his falth In Herne -- and In his 
friends. 


The footsteps came closer, and with them came voices, one of them hatefully familfar. "This Is 
quite a prize, | assure you, my lord," Gisburne sald. "The Sheriff has pursued this wolf's-head 
ever sInce he escaped from the castle, and has had IIttle success. But now..." Even through his 
patn, Robin could hear the gloating In the steward's voice. 


Two men stopped before him, and the outlaw glared at Gisburne before turning to the younger man 
beside hime Even more finely dressed than the steward, the youth held himself with little of the 
arrogance of the knight. Rather, his face held concern, and his eyes... 


For a moment, Robin ceased to look Into a palr of misty-coloured eyes. He gazed Instead Into a 
still pond, at a reflection of himself. He shook his head, and the face returned to what it truly 
WaSe 

"Not dangerous now, Is he, my lord?" The shackles and his Injured leg kept the prisoner from 
moving fast enough to avold Gisburne's kick. The pain that followed sent his world spinning, and 
deafened him so the next words were as a whisper In his ears. 

"| fInd all this less than amusing," the young nobleman sald In a brittle tone that took the fire 
from RobIn's head and leg. "Tell me, Sir Guy, Is ft necessary to keep him manacled so? One would 
think, wounded as he Is, that there Is IIttle chance of his escape." 


"Quite so, my lord. But his friends may attempt to come for him..." 


"Is your castle not secure enough to hold off bandits? If not, perhaps | should seek shelter 
elsewhere for the night." 


"Oh, quite secure, my lord." 
"Then perhaps It might be possible for the man's shackles to be loosened. You certainly don't 
want him harmed any more, before you show your prize to the Sheriff." The young man's voltce was 


Icy. 


"Of course, my lord," Gisburne replied subserviently, and summoned a guard. "Dickon, the manacles 
-- loosen them. A little." 


“Aye, my lord," a voice answered -- a volce Robin knew. 
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"You have sald little of my prize, my lord." 


He had sald Itttle -- but had thought much of the young man shackled to the wall deep In the 
dungeon. He had heard of RobIn In the Hood, heard the stories of the wolf's-head King Richard had 
once Invited to accompany hIm to Normandy and the Holy Lande Only, the Invitation was beset with 
treachery, and the outlaw and his men -=-=- and a woman, too -=- had escaped Into Sherwood. 


He remembered looking Into the man's eyes, and looking beyond them, somehow. As he met the gaze 
of the dark-haired prisoner -- something he'd never expected from one of the lower classes -- he 
had seen a frightening reflection, and he clearly remembered the stab of burning pain tn his right 
thigh -- the same place the Hooded Man was Injured. 


RobIn Hood and his men were followers of Herne, children of the Forest Spirit. Has that anything 
to do with my Calling for the help of the Hornéd One? Is It the knowledge that his wound right- 
fully belongs to me? For he was sure that, not only could the Forest God hear the Call, but HIs 
followers could as well. The outlaw had been captured very near where he'd been attacked. And 
the arrow that caught the outlaw was rightfully the shaft that should have ended hfs own life. 


"A wounded prize, Sir Guy, Is always less of a thing to be pralsed. A skin marred by holes, for 
Instance, or pewter that Is scratched." 


Gisburne struggled to curb his temper, and the young nobleman disifked hIm even more. The man 
wasn't even honest enough to be angry when Insulted! "As you say, my lord," the steward replied 
In a carefully controlled voice. "But it Is still a prize of high worth." 

"And what do you plan to do with this prize of high..." He never finished. The moving shadows tn 
the smoky Hall made his sttll-aching head pound, and his viston blurred. He slumped forward in 


his chalr, the room spinning around him. 


"Edward!" he heard the steward cal!, then felt a hand on his arm for a brief moment. "My lord, 
are you all right?" 


He tried to answer, but his burning throat prevented It. “Edward! Escort my lord to his chambers 
at once, and bring him whatever he wants." 


"My lord..." the man protested. 


"Whatever it Is will walt," Gisburne told him as Robert opened his eyes. "There are things that 
come first." 


"Aye, my lord" And the hands that took the young nobleman's arms were gentle, but firm tn thelr 
support. 


"Call for the barber If necessary," the steward called after them. "He should still be about. 
And have someone feed this swlil to the dogs. It may be polsoned." 
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Little John breathed a sigh of rellef as they got beyond the Great Hall and deeper [nto the 
castle. "Now where?" he whispered to WII! and Marton, who had both been In parts of the bullding 
before. 


* 130 * 


rte eo 8 oe ey mwere ow ORV wt GS UW Wi WWile ” 


* 128 * 














“The dungeon," Marion answered. "That's where Glisburne would put him." 


“Not the pit!" Much exclatmed, hysterla In his volce, and John approved of the hand WII! clamped 
over the boy's mouth to sflence him. 


"He's probably chalned somewhere, where Glsburne can look at his prize all he wants," Marlon satd 
In disgust. “But how we're going to get past the guardroom, and then out agaln..." 


"Herne's cleared our way so far. We can't lose falth now. There will be a way." 


She nodded at the big man's words, and started off again. 


“ue 


The faint clatter of footsteps on the stalrs Jerked Dickon awake, and he scrambled out Into the 
hall, and cursed sItlently as the other three guards followed him. He fully expected the Hooded 
Man's companfons to come for him; he'd seen thelr loyalty at the forest rites. If there were 
other guards when they came, they might be captured... 


But his fears were alleviated when he saw a guardsman come down the stone corridor. "Nicholas..." 
he began. 


The guard turned a frightened face toward him, and held a finger to his lipse "You'l! wake him!" 


Dickon frowned. Wake who? He strode down the corridor, to look beyond Nicholas, and froze, his 
breath catching tn his throat. 


Walking slowly along the stone corridor, eyes open but unseetng, was the young nobleman, 
GIisburne's guest. Willy, gltven the task of watching over the Huntingdon heir as a reward for his 
good work In capturing the Hooded Man, followed him. "Whate..2" 


"He Is asleep, sir, and we fear he Is possessed. You know what chamber he haSee." Nicholas 
whIspered. 


Dickon nodded. For a long time, there had been strange nolses from that room, suspected ghosts 
that not even Abbot Hugo could exorcise. Storles sald King John had slept there once, when he 
first took control of Nottingham. A ghost possessed him while he slept, and he had been awak- 
ened before It left. That gave the spirit dominion over the Ktng forever, replacing hIs natural 
sou]. 


it was obvious WIIly and Nicholas belleved every bit of those storlesec.e 
"Why Is he here?" Dickon asked as Robert and Willy came closer. "And why you, Nicholas?" 


"We cannot steer him. But where he goes, we go. If he were to fall, oreee" He shivered, and 
moved aside as the nobleman approached, his escort a few steps behind. 


it was easy to see why they belleved him possessed. HIs eyes were hazy, misted, and he mumbled 
faint words In nelther the EnglIsh of the lower classes or the French of the Sher! ff and his kind. 
Dickon fought to hide his reaction as one faml!ltar sound struck his ears -- a name he never 
expected to hear from one of the young nobleman's rank. 
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"Uheee" Mitchel! begane Preston gaped. 
"You sald yourself, my lord, the wolf's-head Is not Itkely to escape," Dickon sald quickly. And, 
somewhere In the back of hIs mind, he remembered a conversation of that sort. "We felt It more 


Important to safeguard the Earl's sone" With a nod of his head, he Indicated young Robert. 


"Well, he seems perfectly safe nowe Get back down there! | want at least one man with that 
damned outlaw from now unt!Il his execution!" 


Both Dickon and Preston took off at arune The steward continued to frown at the others, who were 
crowded around the entranced noblemane Robert stood with his eyes open, staring at a blank wall. 


"Possessed?" GIisburne asked the man who had shot the outiaw earller that day. 

"Aye, my lord. We were outside his door, as you ordered, and then It opened, and he came out. 
We..-" He looked to his companion for confirmatione "We thought to ask him If there was anything 
he needed, If we could do anything, but he didn't seem to hear us. Then he started mumbling 
something, and we couldn't understand It, and he started walking as if he couldn't see. But yet, 


hfs eyes were open, and he walked [nto no walls." He shook his head. "Ghosts, my lord. Would 
they not want...?" He broke off quickly. 


Gisburne snorted againe Ghosts! Demons! Possession! 
But Preston belleved It, and he himself had seen signs of demons, from such as the Baron de 
Bellemee | suppose It's possiblee.. He'd heard the stories of the supposed possession of the 


King, and had scoffed as any Christian man would. But were they true...? 


Running footsteps caught his attention. Preston reappeared on the landing. "My lord! The 
wolf's~head! He's gone!" 


"Gone?" the knight repeated softly. Then his rage exploded. "Gone?" he bellowed. "Every man you 
can raise, Preston! Get them out! Find that man, and anyone with him! And kIII them all as soon 
as you do!" 
"Sir Guy?" 


He didn't even turn. "Your damned outlaw has managed to escape!" he snarled, then Instantly 
wished to have his tongue cut out as he realized to whom he spoke. 


"Escape?" Robert slowly stepped Into his IIne of sight. "From your dungeon?” 

"My lord, eee” 

The nobleman waved a dismissing hand. "If you have escaped prisoners, you have matters to attend 
toe But | do hope the rest of my night here will be safe -- and reasonably undisturbed." HIs 
volce was brittle as Ice. 


"Aye, my lord..." 
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Tuck looked worrledly at the young man now almost totally supported by Nasir and Muche RobIn was 
pale, and dark blood soaked both the crude bandage and the leggings he wore. Marton led them, and 
he knew Will and John were close behInd, bow and sword guarding thelr backs. 


But they couldn't outrun the guards for longe CarrylIng RobIn so carefully, to avold hurting him 
or causing him more palin, slowed them too much. Thelr best protection lay tn betng able to move 
swiftly. 


None of them questioned Marton, though.» She seemed to know where she was going, moving swiftly 
through the forest as If follow!Ing some Invisible path. And the friar wasn't sure she hadn't 
found onee After Robin, she seemed most attuned to the forest, even though brought up In fine 
places as she had been. 


Will hurreted toward them. “The guards're coming closer," he gasped. "We've got to get somewhere 
they can't find us." 


"A little further," Marlon answered, never altering her pace. Nasir and Much followed, and Tuck 
could only turn to his shabby friend and shrug. WII! shook his head, but dropped back agatn, 
sword In his hand. 


The mist seemed more natural this time, rising from the water of a broad stream Tuck didn't 
remember ever seelIng before. At the water's edge, near a fall that obscured a rock outcropping, a 
Man stood on a raft; He was dressed fn hides, and long, grey hair fell to HIs shoulders. 


Robin's lady stopped at the water's edge. "Herne!" 


One of the Man's hands IIfted a pole In answer, and she gestured for NasIr and Much to set her 
husband on the raft. Tuck watched carefully, but the Hooded Man hardly seemed to notice. 


"| will care for him." Tuck had to belfeve It. "Go, now. Hide yourselves. He will come to you 
again." He poled the raft Into the mist, and He and HIs son van!shed. 


"Soldiers!" WII! crfled as he and Little John reached the stream. 


"Run!" Marton ordered, and they scattered. 


* He EH 


Robert was grateful for the hands that helped hIm mount his horse, sure he wouldn't be able to do 
so unaided. HIs night had been anything but restful, and he knew he didn't have he strength to 
climb Into the saddle. He was also grateful the mount he had with hIm was a gentle animal, and 
not his usual spirited steed. 


"My lordeece" 

And he really wasn't up to Gisburne, either. That was part of the reason he wanted to leave so 
early. The steward was overly sollcitous, trying to make up for hits sharp words. And trytng too 
hard, It seemeds He wasn't really upset with the knight, but rather was displeased with some of 


hts actions and att!tudes. 


And he had been pleased to hear of the outlaw's escapee That was something he couldn't explain. 
But he had seen something In the man, something he could sense withtn himself. He owed the Hooded 
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Man something for the price he'd forced upon him, too, for the protection he'd taken. 

“| wifl send your guard back when | reach Huntingdon, Sir Guy." That was another thing. With 
Christian, Richard, and the others dead, he had no escort except Alexander -- and one cor Ippled, 
half-blinded man was not guard enough Every man | take Is one fess to look for the outlaws... 
So he'd demanded the escort. 

"My lord, Cecelia? 


"Your apology [s accepted. Again." 


i'm tired of him. He's so desperate for acceptance and appreclation... ! think | IIked hIm best 


when he yelled at me; at least then, he was belng honest... 


Robert settled his blue riding cape more comfortably across his shoulders, and nodded to the guard 
at the head of the escort. "Dickon, If you woulde..?" 


The company moved out, and southward. 
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The cave was dim, but the fire on the high stone altar cast enough IIght for Robin to see by. 
There wasn't much to see. The stone walls were nearly bare, the water was qulet, and the blankets 
around him were ordinary, dark and rough. 

He wasn't complaining, though. The pain In his leg had receded to a dull throbbing; the burning 
agony was gone, and the wound was tightly bound. He was free of the fever, warm, dry, and safe. 
And the Hornéd One had sald he could re join his friends In the morning. 


"| don't understand, though," he sald. “How would a Norman lord come to know the Cali?" 


The grey-halred Man turned, walked to where he sat, and crouched down. “Are you so sure he was a 
Norman?" 


"He was obviously a nobleman, and someone Important, from the way Gisburne spoke to hime Yet he 
Knew the Call, and used It. And You answered... | thought only one of Your Own..." He stopped 
at the look on the Anclent One's face. 

"He Is one of Mine," Herne answered. "He has been Chosen, but has not yet been Called.” 


"A nobleman?" 


"All of My sons ate born thus, no matter what thelr station. When the Call comes, he wil! 
answer." 


His ringing volce sent a shiver through His IIstener. No one could refuse such a Call; RobIn knew 
that all too well. 


But he no longer worrled about a Norman lord being one of the Hornéd God's Chosen. He had looked 
Into the young man's eyes, and seen his soul reflected there. He would not torget. 


And In that memory, he felt safe. 


DRDVOQESS 
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"Eulogy for an Enemy" 


(By Mary Robertson) 


| could have sworn | killed the man this day. 
| saw him dlee | knew that | had won. 

Should | have placed his head upon display 
As further proof my duty had been done? 


The serfs would not accept, would not bel leve 
What even blooded soldiers choose to doubt, 
And twenty stinkIng heads could not relieve 
My hunger to set Sherwood's band to rout. 


His shadow haunts me even from the grave, 

A phantom born of blood and bone and hate, 

A wolf's-head wielding power kings might crave -- 
The hero |, unknowIng, helped create. 


Dear God! WIII RobIn never let me be? 
| kl lled the man. 


a | set the legend free. 
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A Few Choice Wards... 


Another !ssue of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER has come to an end, and it's time for us to think about 
next year, and to thank all those many people who brought the pleces together, and made this fan- 
zine possible. 


We've had a tremendous amount of fun doting this fourth Issue of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER, and are 
looking forward to TSS #5. For next year, we already have two ROBIN OF SHERWOOD stories, one by 
a famtitar writer, the other by a talented newcomer. And two DOCTOR WHO stories, featuring Jon 
Pertwee's Doctor #3 and Tom Baker's Doctor #4. BLAKE'S 7 will be represented as well, and who 
knows what new delights the mal! will bring In the months to come? 


it will be an effort to out-do this Issue, however. There were so many things to choose fron, 
and so many people to thankee. 


First, our writers, talented story-tellers who have managed In thelr different tales to make us 
laugh, cmy, gasp, and wondere Some of them have been with us before -- Linda Ruth Pfonner, 
Kathie Hughes, Mary Robertson, and Barbara Mater; some are new, appearing for the first time In 
this Issue -- LeA-e Carr, Jeanine Hennig, Jeannie Webster, and Vicct Cook. All have tremendous 
skill, and have proven -- to us, at least -- that they are masters of thelr chosen craft. 


Excellent stories Indeed, accompanted by equally excellent art. Gennie Summers, Pat Posadas, 
Kate Soehnien, Tonl Hardeman, joan hanke-woods -~ all famiifar to our readers, and all better 
than ever this time around. Jeanine Hennig, new to us, although well-known In fandom, whose 
artistic talent Is a match for her writing skills, and a welcome addition to our pages. And, of 
course, out cover artist, Jean Clissold, whose "Summer-Crowned KIng" Is truly a work of arteec. 


The Panasonic Screwdriver Is a wonderful and complex machine, and Its SpellScan program Is a 
marvel of a dictionary; but It doesn't understand certain things, can't recognize that a specific 
word may be spelled correctly but still be wrong, and thinks "Inthe" fs a word -- although we're 
not sure In what languagee So there will always be work fat good proofreaders, and we think we 
have the best anywhere. Mary Greeley, Lisa Mudano, David Morgan, Gloria Bloom, Wayne SIpla, and 
LeAe Carr are the ones who make us look so professional this time, and we cannot thank them 
enough. 


Last of all, but never, never least, what would we do without you, our readers, who have honoured 
us with your falth and trust and loyalty -- to say nothing of your excellent taste In fanntsh 
literature and art? 

What can we say? Except "Thank you!" For we do thank you with al! our heart... 

By this time next year, we hope to be up to our armpits In tittle wolf pupptes, and burled under 


piles of exceptional manuscripts and art. UntI! then, we wish you all peace, joy, and happiness. 


May Herne protect us. 
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SCREWDRIVER 





Wander the many dimensions of time and space 
with the Doctor, a meddling Time Lord from the 
planet Gallifrey. Travel the far reaches of 
the galaxy with the freedom fighters of the 
Liberator. Explore the vast depths of Sher- 
wood Forest, fighting oppression and injustice 
with the Hooded Man and his followers. 


DOCTOR WHO. 
BLAKE'S 7. 
ROBIN HOOD. 


THE AVENGERS. 
THE PRISONER. 
THE PROFESSIONALS. 
DEMPSEY AND MAKEPEACE. 


Stories from all these popular series -- and 
any others our readers desire and contribu- 
tors care to submit -- can await you on the 
pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For 
information on prices and contents of specific 
issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped 
envelope to: 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is intended to be an 
annual publication. For detailed information 
On submissions, please refer to the back of 
this flyer. 


O 






OSIRIS Publications takes 
great pride in announcing THE 
SONIC SCREWDRIVER, a new fan- 
Zine devoted entirely to the 
realm of British television. 











THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is a British-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. 


In our premiere issue, meet two Charming drones and their human master amidst 
the trees of the Last Forest of Earth, and travel with the Doctor and Jamie to 
a planet where an agricultural colony is dying, its settlers unable to pay for 


the basic needs of survival -- while surrounded by incredible mineral wealth. 
Join the Time Lord and his companion Tegan as they visit Nafnelor for a holi- 
day -- only to find themselves once again involved in a Struggle to save a 


world from alien invasion. Explore some of the many intricacies of the DOCTOR 
WHO universe, in an attempt to unravel such mysteries as the Doctor's age, his 
relationship with the Master and Romana, his true name... 


In our second issue, the Doctor and his companions travel to Central America, 
where they discover the purpose of the mysterious drawings of Nazca. Then the 
Time Lord, this time with companions Ben and Polly, inadvertently journey to 
Nazi Germany, where they meet that nation's malevolent Master. Next, Briga- 
dier Lethbridge-Stewart of UNIT experiences a most peculiar Christmas Eve, as 
strange events unfold before his disbelieving eyes. And finally, the crew of 
the Scorpio (BLAKE'S 7) have landed on Gauda Prime, where they met with dis- 
aster. But who really died there? And who survived? 


All this, and more, await you on the pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. To order 
either of these first two issues, send a check or money order for $12.00, 
payable to JOY HARRISON in U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 





Please, do not send checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Remember to specify which issue(s) you want, and be 
Sure to include your correct mailing address. And do not send cash through 
the mail! 





THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is a British-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. 
Our third issue features stories by Marcia Brin (UFO), Kathie Hughes (DOCTOR 
WHO), Barbara Mater (DOCTOR WHO), Linda Pfonner (ROBIN HOOD), and Mary Robert- 
son (BLAKE'S 7); art is by Toni Hardeman, Karen River, and Hugo-winner joan 
hanke-woods. 


Did you ever wonder what made brilliant, likeable Ed Straker the cold, em- 
bittered head of S.H.A.D.0., and leader of the fight against alien invasion? 
And everyone Knows heroes like Roj Blake do all sorts of heroic things -- but 
while they're at it, who does the laundry? Join Vila Restal aboard the Liber- 
ator, and find out what happens when he makes his first attempt at household 
chores. 


A simple (!) explanation of the game of cricket leads the Doctor to underwater 
adventure with Jacques-Yves Cousteau and the crew of Calypso. And the Hooded 
Man is a target once again, but this time, Gisburne actually has him helpless 
-- and Herne himself may not be able to save Robin from certain death! 


Finally, THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #3 presents a very special feature. "ROBIN 
HOOD: An Artist's View" is a set of five portraits by Karen River, easily 
removed from the zine and presented in a format suitable for framing. 


All this, and much more, await you on the pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #3. 
To order, send a check or money order for $15.00, payable to JOY HARRISON in 
U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 





Please, do not send checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Be sure to include your correct mailing address. And 
do not send cash through the mail! 





OSIRIS Publications proudly presents IMAGINATION, a new fanzine devoted en- 
tirely to original works of fantasy and science fiction. 


IMAGINATION is intended to be an annual publication. It will contain stories, 
poetry, essays, songs, and art from writers and artists who have the potential 
to become true professionals in the fantasy/science fiction field. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For information on prices and contents 
of specific issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to: 


IMAGINATION 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


We urge all those who want to see their work in print, who want to share their 
writing and art with others in fandom, to submit their efforts for our consid- 
eration. For additional information on submissions, please refer to the back 
of this flyer. 


Remember, the realm of IMAGINATION is open to all who dare to dream. 
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OSIRIS Publications takes great pride in announcing THE OSIRIS FILES, a new 
fanzine devoted to the realms of cinema, theatre, and television, and the many 
ways in which these media treat fantasy and science fiction. 


Fly with the freedom of an eagle aboard a unique super-sonic helicopter. 
Travel through space with a rag-tag fleet of refugees as they search for 
safety on a possibly mythical world. Combat an evil, corrupt Empire with the 
brave warriors of the Rebel Alliance. Explore new worlds and new civilisa- 
tions with the crew of the starship ENTERPRISE -- or explore the ancient 
Civilisations of our own world with Indiana Jones. 


AIRWOLF 
BATTLESTAR GALACTICA 
RAIDERS OF THE LOST ARK 
STAR TREK 
STAR WARS 
Stories from all these popular films and television series, as well as ALIENS, 
DRACULA, E.T., KNIGHT RIDER, MAD MAX, OUTLAND, STARMAN, V, WOLFEN — and 


anything else our readers desire and contributors care to submit —- can await 
you on the pages of each issue of THE OSIRIS FILES. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For information on prices and contents 
of specific issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to: 


THE OSIRIS FILES 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


THE OSIRIS FILES is intended to be an annual publication, although additional 
issues may appear throughout the year. For detailed information on submis- 
sions, please refer to the back of this flyer. O 






She 







Si 








GADz ows 37 


THE OSIRIS FILES Is a general-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications, covering all the many and 
diverse unlverses of cinema and televislIon. 


In our premiere Issue, you will find an all-new AIRWOLF story, In which Stringfellow Hawke finds 
himself accused of a serles of viclous polltical assassinations. He can't see a way out of the 
TT aPece 


It's Christmas-time, and a little girl sees an "angel," when Ralph Hinckley filles again as THE 
GREATEST AMERICAN HERO. 


The scene shifts to the planet SagIttara, and the time to the night of the I|ll-fated Armistice 
with the Cylons. Workers hurry to put final touches on a new shuttle for the commander of the 
battlestar GALACTICA, only to find themselves In the middle of an Invasloneec. 


Last of the fiction offerings for thIs ftssue Is "Survive the Alllance," our ultimate trlbute to 
the multi-media story. The Visitors have Invaded Earth, the ResIstance has called for help -- 
and the Colonials and Cylons have both answered. WhIle on reconalssance, Apollo Is shot down by 
& menacing semething that resembles a marine mammal with a propeller beanle, and Starbuck Is 
kidnapped byeesea talking automobIlle? The Firm ts called In to help Investigate the wreckage of 
an allen spacecraft, and the A-Team JolIns the battle... 


Also Included In THE OSIRIS FILES #1 are eleven beautiful STAR TREK and STAR WARS portraits by 
Hugo-winner joan hanke-woods. First done ten years ago, these portraits have never before been 
publishede They are printed on fine IInen stock, In a format sultable for framing, and can 
easily be removed from the zine. 


So, welcome to THE OSIRIS FILES! To order this new zIne, with more than 120 pages to delight 
you, send a check or money order for $15.00, payable to Joy Harrfson In UeS. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, IIIInols 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or THE OSIRIS 
FILES. Be sure to Include your correct malling address -- and do not send cash through the mail! 


OSIRIS 





ay 


THE 


OSIRIS FILES No. 


Indiana Jones returns to Calro for the first time stnce his university days, seeking a power ful 
long-lost amulet he doesn't really belleve exists. There's no danger -- untI| he and Short Round 
stumble upon an anclent cult, and a particularly gruesome trap. 








Thomas Magnum has been shot, and Iles neat death. In fact, he's already declded he's going to 
dle, and has sald farewell -- at least In his mind -- to all those he loves.e Then he meets Judl, 
and nothing can ever be the same again. 


Long before hIs fateful meeting with Lela of Alderaan, Han Solo Is asked to rescue another 
princesse But, as he discovers, not all princesses are susceptible to hIs Irresistible charms. 


Walter Stock Is a sclence fiction writer, and Walter Stock has a bad -- possibly fatal -- case of 
"writer's block." Varied and unrelated universes come together as he seeks a cure, and an idea 
for a new story. 


What happened to his kitchen? AeJe Simon Is pretty sure he knows, but he can't quite pin down 
the evidence In "The Great Chocolate Chip Cookie Caper." 


Vincent and his beloved Catherine are torn apart when a consclentious police officer decides 
¥ Vincent Is a loose end In an unsolved homicide casee Can elther of them survive, with the police 
Investigating them, and a continent between them? 


The Cylons are poised to attack Earth, and the Colonlals of the battlestar GALACTICA must join 
with the reptilian Visitors and the Earth-based human Resistance if they are to have any chance 
of defeating their ancient foes. Meanwhile, Stringfellow Hawke, MacGyver, and Remington Steele 
Join Michael Knight and the A-Team In an effort to stop the rebel Diana and her fellow rene- 
gades- But after the long mutual distrust, can they all possibly work together -- even If the 
prize Is the survival of the planet they cherish? The concluston of "Survive the Alliance" 
brings even more of the excitement, drama, and humour followers of thls story have come to 
expect. 


Also Included In THE OSIRIS FILES #2 Is poetry by L-A. Carr, and magnificent art by Karen River, 
Gennle Summers, Toni Hardeman, Kate Soehnlen, joan hanke-woods/Mori, and others. All this -- 170 
skillfully written and beautifully Illustrated pages -- can be ordered by sending a check o- 
money order for $18.00, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, IIlinols 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or THE OSIRIS 
FILES. Be sure to Include your correct mailing address -- and do not send cash through the mall! 
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